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BROWNING  TRIUMPH. 

1.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  3. 

T  ET  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind, 
*-'    Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

2  Let  us  sound  his  name  abroad, 
For  of  gods  he  is  the  God: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

3  He,  with  all-commanding  might, 
Fill'd  the  new-made  world  with  light: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 

Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

4  All  things  living  he  doth  feed: 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

5  He  his  chosen  race  did  bless 
In  the  wasteful  wilderness: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

6  He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 
Looked  upon  our  misery: 


For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

7  Let  us,  then,  with  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind: 
For  his  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 


2.  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  4. 

\KT  AITINGr  for  Jesus,  and  working  while 
vv  I  wait; 

His  laborers  they  are  few,  they  are  few; 
So  I  will  work  with  an  earnest,  loving  heart, 

And  hands  that  are  kind  and  true. 

Cho. — Waiting  for  Jesus, 

And  working  while  I  wait; 
Surely  my  heart  is  blest; 
Waiting  for  Jesus,  and  working 
while  I  wait; 
And  then  going  home  to  rest. 

2  Waiting  for  Jesus,  and  working  while  I 
wait; 
Sowing  on  hill  and  plain;  hill  and  plain; 
Reaping  with  care  all  the  fruit  of  earnest 
toil, 
A  harvest  of  golden  grain. 

8  Waiting  for  Jesus,  and  working  while  I 
wait; 
What  though  the  hours  seem  long;  hours 
seem  long; 


Greater  the  harvest  I  then  may  garner  in, 
And  sweeter  the  harvest  song. 


Tune—C.  T.,  Page  5. 

O  JESUS,  King  of  Israel, 
Thou  David's  Royal  Son, 
Who  in  the  Lord's  name  comest, 
The  King  and  blessed  One. 

Cho. — Glory  and  praise  and  honor 
To  thee,  Redeemer,  King! 
To  whom  the  lips  of  children 
Made  sweet  hosannas  ring. 

2  The  company  of  heaven 

Are  praising  thee  on  high, 
And  mortal  men  and  all  things 
Created  make  reply. 

3  The  people  of  the  Hebrews 

With  palms  before  thee  went; 
Our  praise  and  prayers  and  anthems 
Before  thee  we  present. 

4.  Thou  wentest  to  thy  passion 
Amid  their  shouts  of  praise; 
Thou  reignest  now  in  glory, 
While  we  our  anthems  raise. 

5  Thou  didst  accept  their  praises; 
A  ccept  the  prayers  we  bring, 
Who  in  all  good  delightest, 
Thou  good  and  gracious  King! 


4.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  6. 

^VKT'E  will  sweetly  sing  on  the  golden 
v  *  shore, 

Where  all  is  joy  and  gladness; 
For  evermore  with  Christ  we'll  reign, 

Released  from  care  and  sadness. 

Cho. — Then  along  the  way,   the   Lord's 
highway, 
With  voices  clear  and  ringing, 
We'll  shout  hosanna  as  we  go, 
And  enter  Zion  singing. 

2  We  are  sure  our  Father  knows  all  our  need, 

Each  heartache,  pain  and  sorrow; 
So  in  his  hands  we  leave  it  all, 
And  trust  him  for  the  morrow. 

3  We  will  sing  of  Jesus,  our  Saviour-King, 

Whose  wondrous  love  is  o'er  us; 
Who  guides  our  footsteps,  lest  #they  stray, 
And  makes  all  plain  before  us. 

4  We  will  sing  of  heaven — our  home  above, 

With  all  its  joy  and  glory; 
And  to  the  world,  where'er  we  go, 
We'll  tell  salvation's  story. 


5.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  7. 

ONWARD,  pilgrim,  don't  delay; 
V«r     Go  rejoicing  on  the  way, 
Rising  higher  every  day, 
While  traveling  up  to  Zion. 


CTiSv,. — Going  up  higher,  going  up  higher, 
Higher  up  to  Zion; 
Going  up  higher,  higher,  higher, 
To  the  city  of  our  God. 

2  In  the  way  marked  out  of  old, 
Follow  line  of  duty  bold; 
Then  each  danger  you  behold, 
Will  prove  a  chained  lion. 

3  Each  step  forward,  up  or  down, 
Met  by  scorn,  rebuke,  or  frown, 
Brings  us  nearer  to  the  crown 
We  shall  receive  in  Zion. 

4  Sorrows  and  afflictions  meet; 
Dangers  threaten,  trials  greet; 
Fear  not!  Jesus  guides  the  feet, 
And  points  the  way  to  Zion. 

5  On  the  mount  his  praise  prolong; 
Pass  the  gloomy  vale  with  song; 
Richest  blessings  ever  throng 
The  pilgrim's  way  to  Zion. 


6.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  8. 

TJ[  OPING  in  Jesus,  hoping  in  Jesus, 
*  *     He  is  my  Saviour,  he  is  my  all; 
Hoping  in  Jesus,  hoping  in  Jesus, 
Will  you  not  come  when  you  hear  his 
sweet  call? 
See  he  is  waiting:  hark!  he  is  calling, 
"Come    unto   me,    all   ye   weary   ones, 
come, '  - 
Lean  on  his  arm,  and  he  will  protect  thee, 


Guide  thee  through  life  to  thy  heavenly 

home, 
Lean  on  his  arm,  and  he  will  protect 

thee, 
Guide  thee  through  life  to  thy  heavenly 

home. 

Trusting  in  Jesus,  trusting  in  Jesus, 

He  is  my  Rock,  my  Refuge,  my  Rest; 
Trusting  in  Jesus,  trusting  in  Jesus, 

Ye  who  will  trust  him  shall  ever  be  blest 
Will  you  not  seek  him  ?  will  you  not  love 
him? 

Jesus  the  Saviour  who  died  for  your  sin. 
Knock  at  the  door,  it  quickly  will  open, 

And  Jesus  gladly  will  welcome  you  in. 
Knock  at  the  door,  it  quickly  will  open, 

And  Jesus  gladly  will  welcome  you  in. 

Resting  in  Jesus,  resting:  in  Jesus, 

He  is  my  Guide,  my  Shepherd,  my  Life; 
Resting  in  Jesus,  resting  in  Jesus, 

You  who  would  rest  from  your  trouble 
and  strife, 
Flee  to  him  now,  and  he  will  receive  you, 

Rest  in  his   love,    and  your  guide   he 
will  be, 
Peace  he  will  give  to  all  who  will  ask  for  it, 

Come  to  him  now,  for  his  mercy  is  free. 


7.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  9. 

DEPTH  of  mercy  !  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  reserved  for  me  ? 


Can  my  God  his  wrath  forbear? 
Me,  the  chief  of  sinners,  spare  ? 

2  I  have  long  withstood  his  Grace ; 
Long  provoked  him  to  his  face; 
Would  not  hearken  to  his  calls, 
Grieved  him  by  a  thousand  falls. 

3  Now  incline. me  to  repent; 
Let  me  now  my  sins  lament; 
Now  my  foul  revolt  deplore, 
Weep,  believe,  and  sigh  no  more. 


8.  Tune—G.  T.,  Page  10. 

r"PHOU  Rock  of  my  salvation,  haste, 
*      Extend  thine  ample  shade; 
And  let  it  over  me  be  cast, 
To  screen  my  naked  head. 

Cho. — In  the  Rock's  blessed  shadow, 
I  am  resting,  resting,  resting; 
In  the  Rock's  blessed  shadow,  I  am 
resting, 
Sweetly  in  its  shade. 

2  Defend  me  in  this  trying  hour; 

My  sure  protection  be; 
My  shelter  from  the  tempest's  pow'r, 
Till  I  am  fixed  on  thee. 

3  O  set  upon  thyself  my  feet, 

And  make  me  surely  standi 
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From  fierce  temptation's  rage  and  heat, 
Protect  me  with  thy  hand. 

4  Now  let  me  in  the  cleft  be  placed, 
Nor  my  defence  remove; 
Within  thine  arms  of  love  embraced, 
Thine  arms  of  endless  love. 


9.  Tune— G.  T,  Page  11. 

*VT  OW  the  bursting  spring  awakes, 
*^f     Now  the  flowers  bloom, 
Now  the  sleeping  insects  creep 
From  their  wmtery  tomb. 

Cho. — Ring  the  chimes!  ring  the  chimes! 
Easter  day!  happy  day! 
Ring  the  chimes!  ring  the  chimes! 
Blessed  Easter  day! 

2  Now  the  birds  are  flying  home, 
Singing  as  they  come; 
Now  the  world  is  full  of  joy, 
Spring,  bright  spring  has  come. 

8  Many  little  children  sleep 
In  their  lowly  tombs, 
Where  the  angels  keep  their  watch, 
Till  the  Saviour  comes. 


10.  Tune— C.  T,  Page  12. 

T  IFE'S  closing  hours  pass  sweetly  by, 
*-y    Earth's  pains  are  felt  no  more; 
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To  heaven  I  now  direct  mine  eye 
To  view  the  shining  shore. 

Cho. — Homeward,  homeward, 

Home  to  the  shining  shore; 
Homeward,  homeward, 
Home  to  the  shining  shore. 

2  With  trials  and  with  conflicts  past, 

And  record  placed  on  high, 

By  faith  I  see  the  crown  at  last 

And  victory  drawing  nigh. 

3  The  parting  veil  reveals  the  tide, 

Where,  on  the  margin,  wait 
My  friends,  redeemed,  the  glorified, 
To  sweep  me  through  the  gate. 

4  As  nature  sinks  in  death's  embrace, 

So  will  my  spirit  rise 
Triumphant  through  redeeming  grace, 
To  rest  in  Paradise. 


11.  Tune— 0.  T.,  Page  IS.  % 

"D  EJOICE!  rejoice!  for  Jesus  reigns, 
*\    The  Prince  of  peace  and  love, 
To  guide  the  children  of  his  grace 

To  heaven,  their  home  above. 
And  they  who  seek  his  loving  care 

Thro'  dark  and  sunny  days, 
Shall  know  how  safely  they  may  walk 

When  God  directs  their  ways. 
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Cho. — Rejoice!  rejoice  for  evermore! 

Immanue]'s  praises  sing: 
They  must  rejoice  who  surely  know 
That  Jesus  is  their  King. 

Rejoice!  rejoice!  the  Christ  has  come, 

The  Saviour  of  mankind, 
To  seek  the  lost  ones  of  his  fold, 

And  heal  the  halt  and  blind. 
O  erring  and  repentant  soul, 

Look  up,  and  thou  shalt  live. 
The  friend  of  sinners  comes  to  save, 

To  ransom  and  forgive. 

Rejoice!  rejoice  for  evermore, 

Nor  let  one  soul  repine. 
Though  friends  forget,  and  hearts  grow 
cold, 

A  Father's  love  is  thine. 
And  if  the  world  seem  dark  with  frowns, 

Just  meet  them  with  a  smile; 
And  with  the  hope  of  future  bliss, 

All  present  ills  beguile. 


12.  Wane— C.  T.,  Page  14.. 

PRESS  on,  ye  veterans  of  the  cross! 
Let  faith  in  Christ  your  strength  renew; 
On  to  the  new  Jerusalem, 
Where  thy  great  Captain  waits  for  you. 

Cho. — Ever  press  on,  press  on,  press  on! 
On  to  thy  heavenly  home; 
Ever  press  on,  press  on,  press  on! 
On  to  thy  heavenly  home* 
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2  Press  on,  rejoicing  as  you  go, 

Sing  praise  unto  your  Lord  and  King; 
Whose  mighty  arm  will  lead  you  through ; 
Whose  love  will  sweet  deliverance  bring. 

8  Press  on,  triumphant  far  and  near: 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 
The  victors  rest,  without  one  fear, 
In  an  eternal  home  of  love. 


13.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  15. 

T^ROM  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
*       Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die 
What  melodious  sounds  I  hear, 
Bursting  on  my  ravished  ear! 
Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 
Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 

2  Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne, 
Why  beneath  thy  burdens  groan? 
On  my  pierced  body  laid, 
Justice  owns  the  ransom  paid. 
Bow  the  knee  and  kiss  the  Son, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 
Bow  the  knee  and  kiss  the  Son, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 

8  Spread  for  thee  the  festal  board, 
See  with  richest  dainties  stored; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed. 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed, 
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Never  from  his  house  to  roam, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come, 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come. 


U.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  16. 

TN  the  green  pastures  of  thy  love,  our 

•*  Saviour, 

By  the  still   waters,    'neath  thy  gracious 

smile; 
Praying,  but  trusting,  then  we  pause  to 

listen: 
Yes;  thou  art  calling  us  to  rest  awhile; 

Cho. — In  the  green  pastures, 
By  the  still  waters, 
'Neath  thy  gracious  smile; 
Praying,  but  trusting, 
Pause  we  to  listen, 
For  thou  art  calling  us  to  rest  with 
thee. 

2  Care  doth  oppress  and  sorrow's  shadow 

brood; 
Temptation  beckons  with  seductive  smile; 
But  Lord,  we  come  to  thee  in  loving  trust, 
For  thou  art  calling  us  to  rest  awhile; 

3  Saviour,  we  rise  and  follow,  at  thy  bidding, 
The  path  of  duty — dark  that  path  may  be; 
"We  hear  thy  voice,  "  'Tis  I,  be  not  afraid  ?" 
Whilst  thou  art  calling  us  to  rest  with  thee; 
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4  Buried  with  thee,  we  rise  again  in  power; 
Thou  for  our  sins  forever  didst  atone; 
Till  at  the  last  we  hear  thy  joyful  summons, 
Come,  rest  forever  in  thy  Father's  home; 


15.  Tune— C.  T.>  Page  17. 

T3ASS  along  the  war-cry,  soldiers  of  the 

*  Lord; 

Gird  anew  your  armor,  draw  the  trusty 

sword, 
March  in  serried  column,  shouting  as  you  go, 
Victory!  victory!  over  every  foe. 

Cho. — Pass  along  the  war-cry, 
Victory!  victory! 
Pass  along  the  war-cry, 
Victory!  victory! 
Pass  along  the  war-cry, 
Shout  it  as  you  go. 
Victory!  victory!  over  every  foe. 

2  Fierce  the  battle  rages,  deadly  is  the  strife; 
But  the  prize  awaits  you, ' '  everlasting  life. " 
Jesus,  your  commander,  gives  you  as  you  go, 
Victory!  victory!  over  every  foe. 

3  Satan's  hosts  are  flying,  put  to  utter  rout; 
Hark!  our  valiant  soldiers  raise  their  battle 

shout. 
Heaven  with  the  echo  cheerfully  resounds, 
Victory!  victory!  over  every  foe. 
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1 6.  Tune—  G.  T. ,  Page  18. 

TWT  AKE  room  for  Jesus!  room,  sad  heart, 
**^     Beguiled  and  sick  of  sin; 
Bid  every  alien  guest  depart.  • 

Arise,  and  let  him  in. 

Cho. — Make  room  for  Jesus!  by  and  by, 
'Midst  saint  and  seraphim, 
He'll  welcome  to  his  throne  on  high 
The  souls  that  welcomed  him. 

2  Make  room  for  Jesus!  room,  make  room! 

His  hand  is  at  the  door; 
He  comes  to  banish  guilt  and  gloom, 
And  bless  thee  more  and  more. 

3  Make  room  for  Jesus!  soul  of  mine, 

He  waits  response  to-day; 
His  smile  is  peace;  his  grace  divine; 
Oh,  turn  him  noi:  away! 

4  Make  room  for  Jesus!  he  will  come, 

And  loving  grace  bestow; 
And  though  thy  sins  as  scarlet  be, 
Will  make  them  white  as  snow. 

5  Make  room  for  Jesus!  let  thy  soul 

With  tender  love  be  rife. 
He'll  guide  and  lead  thee  safely  on 
To  everlasting  life. 


17.  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  19. 

TK  the  name  of  God  advancing, 
*     Sow  thy  seed  at  morning  light; 
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Cheerily  the  furrows  turning, 
Labor  on  with  all  your  might. 

Cho.— Then  work,  work  for  Jesus; 

Toil  through  the  clouds  or  sun, 
Till  the  Master  bids  thee  rest 
From  labor,  when  thy  work  is  all 

done. 

2  Look  not  to  the  far-off  future; 

Do  the  work  that  nearest  lies; 
Sow  thou  must  before  thou  reapest; 
Rest  at  last  is  labor's  prize. 

3  Standing  still  is  dangerous  ever; 

Toil  is  meant  for  Christians  now. 
Let  there  be,  when  evening  cometh, 
Honest  sweat  upon  thy  brow. 

4  And  the  Master  shall  come  smiling, 

At  the  setting  of  the  sun, 
Saying,  as  he  pays  the  wages, 

"Good  and  faithful  one,  well  done!" 


A! 


18.  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  SO. 

S  pants  the  heart  for  cooling  streams, 
When  heated  in  the  chase, 
So  longs  my  soul,  0  God,  for  thee, 
And  thy  refreshing  grace. 

Cho.— As    pants    the    heart    for    cooling 
streams, 
When  heated  in  the  chase, 


5o  longs  my  soul,  0  God,  for  thee, 
And  thy  refreshing  grace. 

2  For  thee,  rny  God,  the  living  God, 
My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine; 
Oh,  when  shall  I  behold  thy  face, 
Thou  Majesty  Divine  ? 

8  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul? 
Trust  God,  and  he'll  employ 
His  aid  for  thee,  and  change  these  sighs 
To  thankful  hymns  of  joy. 


19.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  SI. 

/^VH,  who  is  this  that  cometh 
^^     From  Edom's  crimson  plain, 
With  wounded  side,  with  garments  dyed 

Oh,  tell  me  now  thy  name, 
"I,  that  saw  thy  soul's  distress, 
B  A  ransom  gave; 

1,  that  speak  in  righteousness, 
Mighty  to  save." 

Ref. — Mighty  to  save,  Mighty  to  save, 
Mighty  to  save, 

Lord.  I  trust  thy  wondrous  love, 
Mighty  to  save. 

2.  Oh,  why  is  thine  apparel 

With  reeking  gore  all  dyed, 
Like  them  that  tread  the  winepress  red! 
Oh,  why  this  bloody  tide  ? 


I 
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"I  the  winepress  trod  alone/* 

'Neath  darkening  skies; 
Of  the  people  there  was  none 

Mighty  to  save." 

3*  O  bleeding  Lamb,  my  Saviour, . 

ITow  couldst  thou  bear  this  shame? 
"With  mercy  fraught,  mine  own  arm 
brought 
Saltation  in  my  name. 
I  the  bloody  tight  have  won: 

Conquered  the  grave. 
Now  the  year  of  joy  has  come; 
Mighty  to  save." 


20.  Tune— C.  T,,  Page  22. 

^IXTHEN  the  Martyred  One  I  see, 
W      Think  ot  all  his  love  for  me, 
Love  that  suffered  grief  and  shame, 
Crown  of  thorns,  and  slandered  name; 
See  his  tears  of  anguish  flow, 
Shed  for  me,  those  tears  I  know, 
This  must  still  my  wonder  be, 
That  he  died,  he  died  for  me  ? 

Cho. — Jesus  died,  he  died  for  me? 
Bleeding  on  the  cruel  tree, 
Greater  wonder  cannot  be 
Than  that  Jesus  died  for  me. 

2.  Blessed  One,  hear  thou  my  cry! 
Weak  and  worthless,  Lord,  am  I ; 
Nothing  from  thy  hand  I  claim; 
No  excuse  my  lips  can  frame; 
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Help  me  in  thy  love  to  trust, 
Merciful  and  good  and  just; 
Though  a  wonder  still  it  be, 
Thou  didst  die,  didst  die  for  me. 

8.  When  this  heart  is  stilled  to  rest; 
When  I  rise  to  join  the  blest; 
When  with  that  angelic  throng, 
rihall  these  lips  take  up  the  song; 
Though  I  sing  my  Saviour's  praise, 
Through  Eternity's  glad  days,  * 
This  for  aye  will  wonder  be, 
That  he  died,  he  died  for  me. 


21.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  23. 

OAVED  by  grace!  oh,  blessed  tidings, 
~     Wonderful  his  love  to  show, 
Jesus  died  to  bring  salvation 
To  the  perishing  below. 

Cho. — Saved  by  grace,  oh  blessed  thought, 
By    my   Saviour's    blood    I    am 
bought . 

2  Saved  by  grace!  oh,  blessed  tidings, 
Jesus  drank  the  cup  for  me, 
Bowed  his  head  and  cried 
"  It  is  finished  !" 
Now  my  soul  is  counted  free. 

8  Saved  by  grace!  oh,  blessed  tidings, 
Happy  he  who  can  repeat, 
Who  can  sing  redemption's  story, 
Sitting  at  the  Saviour's  feet. 

4  Saved  by  grace!  I  will  sing  forever, 
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Tell  the  wondrous  news  abroad, 
Spread  the  gospel  tidings  ever, 
"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb  of  God. 


22.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  U. 

A   HOME  in  heaven!    what  a  blissful 
■"■  thought, 

As  we  toil  along  in  our  weary  lot; 
With  heart  opprest  and  by  anguish  riven 
We  look  from  earth  to  a  home  in  heaven. 

Cho. — Beautiful,  beautiful  home, 
Beautiful,  heavenly  home. 
Beautiful,  beautiful  home,  • 
Waiting  for  me  in  the  glory  land. 

2  A  home  in  heaven,   where*  we  toil  no 

more, 
But  reign  with   Christ  on  the  golden 

shore. 
In  songs  of  praise  we  will  there  unite 
With  the  great  throng  arrayed  in  white, 

8  Dear  home  in  heaven!  may  we  all  meet 

there; 
With  the  redeemed  all  its  glory  share; 
And  with  the  angels  around  the  throne 
Forever  dwell  in  that  sweet,  sweet  home. 


23.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  25. 

/^VNWARD!  Christian  soldiers, 
^    Onward  to  the  war, 


Hold  the  banner  firmly; 

Battle  for  the  Lord. 
Bear  the  cross  of  Jesus 

As  your  standard  high. 
Never  must  ye  waver; 

Never  must  ye  fly. 

Cho. — Onward!  Christian  soldiers. 
Vanquish  every  foe: 
Trusting  in  the  Saviour 
As  ye  onward  go. 

2  Clad  in  royal  armor, 

Overcome  the  foe, 
Trusting  in  the  Saviour 

As  ye  onward  go. 
Satan's  host  doth  falter. 

See!  they  break  and  flee. 
Forward!  Christian  soldiers. 

On  to  victory. 

8  When  the  conflict  endeth, 

When  the  battle's  done, 
When  the  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  the  victory  won; 
Lay  aside  your  armor, 

Put  on  robes  of  white. 
Then  with  Christ,  your  Master, 

Reign  in  endless  light. 


24.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  2$. 


W 


E  shall  sweetly  rest  in  thee, 
0  thou  Lamb  of  Calvary  ! 
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When  our  sins  are  washed  away, 
And  our  spirits  leave  their  clay. 
We  shall  rest,  sweetly  rest, 
We  shall  sweetly  rest  in  thee. 

Cho. — We  shall  sweetly  rest  in  thee, 
O  thou  Lamb  of  Calvary; 
When  from  all  our  sorrows  free, 
We  shall  sweetly  rest  in  thee. 

2  When  temptations  all  are  past, 
When  no  doubts  our  faith  o'er  cast,   . 
When  from  sin  forever  free, 
We  shall  sweetly  rest  in  thee. 
We  shall  rest,  sweetly  rest, 
We  shall  sweetly  rest  in  thee. 

8  When  all  earthly  prospects  fail, 
When  we  have  passed  the  gloomy  vale  ; 
When  from  all  our  sorrows  free, 
We  shall  sweetly  rest  in  thee. 
We  shall  rest  sweetly  rest, 
We  shall  sweetly  rest  in  thee. 


A! 


25.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  27. 

S  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be, 
Is  the  promise  given  thee 
By  thy  Father,  God  and  Friend, 
Who  relief  will  ever  send, 
As  in  humble  fervent  prayer 
fhou  dost  all  thy  need  declare. 

2  As  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be, 
Think  not  what  may  happen  theeJ 
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Leave  the  future  in  his  care 
Who  guards  all  things  everywhere— 
Guides  the  earth  upon  its  way 
By  his  universal  sway. 

8  Think' st  thou  he'll  forget  his  child 
Journeying  through  the  dangerous  wild 
Of  this  world's  entangling  snares, 
Toiling  amid  depressing  cares? 
Every  day  of  life  thou' It  see 
As  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be. 


26.  Tune—a  T.,  Page  28. 

WE  are  marching  on  to  reach  that  happy 
land. 
There  we'll  rest  forever  on  the  bright  golden 

strand. 
There  we  all  will  join  the  heavenly  blood- 
washed  band 
In  singing  praises  to  our  Lord. 

Cho. — Then  come  and  join  us  as  we're 
marching, 

marcning  on,  marching  on, 
Then  come  and  join  us  as  we're 

marching. 
We'll  march  and  sing  Hallelujah, 
Praise  the  Lord! 

2  Come,  dear  pilgrim,  come;  let  none^be  left 
behind. 
Come  and  join  in  with  us  that  the  road  you 
may  find. 
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For  the  Saviour  leads  us:  he  is  good  and 

kind; 
He'll  guide  us  to  our  happy  home. 

8  It  will  not  be  long,  till  we  shall  reach  that 

shore. 
There  we  hope  to  meet  with  those  who've 

gone  on  before. 
There  we'll  sit  and  sing  with  them  forever 

more 
Hosannas  to  our  God  and  King. 


121.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  29. 

T-JO,  every  one  that  thirsteth, 
"■    Ho,  every  one  that  thirsteth, 
Ho,  every  one  that  thirsteth, 

Cho.  Come  ye  to  the  waters, 
Come  ye  to  the  waters, 
Come  ye  to  the  waters, 
He  that  hath  no  money, 
Come  ye,  buy  and  eat ; 
Yea,  come,  and  buy ; 
Buy  wine  and  milk  without  money, 
*   Without  money  and  without  price. 

2  Come,  saith  the  Holy  Spirit ; 
Come,  saith  the  Holy  Spirit ; 
Come,  saith  the  Holy  Spirit ; 

8  Come,  every  one  that  heareth ; 

*  Come,  every  one  that  heareth ; 

Come,  every  one  that  heareth ; 
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28.  Tune— a  T.,  Page  30. 

T  TNFURL  the  temperance  banner, 
^    And  flvtig  it  to  the  breeze  ; 
And  let  the  glad  hosanna 

Sweep  over  land  and  seas. 
To  God  be  all  the  glory 

For  what  we  now  behold! 
Oh,  let  the  cheering  story 

In  every  ear  be  told. 

2  Come,  join  the  noble  army; 

Enlist  now  for  the  fight; 
Maintain  our  nation's  honor, 

Firm  stand  ye  for  the  right. 
Promote  the  cause  of  temperance, 

To  aid  poor  fallen  man; 
Put  on  the  glorious  armor, 

Be  foremost  in  the  van. 

3  Then  rally  round  the  standard, 

And  let  the  work  go  on, 
Until  the  last  dim  vestige 

Of  intemperance  is  gone. 
Be  earnest  in  the  battle : 

Your  weapons  boldly  wield: 
You'll  surely  gain  the  victory, 

And  make  the  monster  yield. 


29.  Tune— C.  T,  Page  SI. 

HARK!  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King! 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled. " 


27 

Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rise, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies: 
With  th' angelic  host  proclaim, 
"  Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem.,, 
Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing, 
Glory  to  the  new-born  King. 

Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by; 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die, 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth; 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 
Vailed  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see, 
Hail  th'incarnate  Deity; 
Pleased  as  man  with  men  t' appear, 
Jesus,  our  Immanuel  here. 
Hark  the  herald  angels  sing, 
Glory  to  the  new-born  King. 


.80.  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  $2. 

^HERE'S  a  Friend  for  friendless  pilgrims 
*      Above  the  bright  blue  sky; 
A  Friend  who  never  changes; 
Whose  love  will  never  die. 
Unlike  our  friends  by  nature, 
Who  change  with  changing  years, 
This  friend  is  always  worthy 
The  precious  name  he  bears; 
This  friend  is  always  worthy 
The  precious  name  he  bears. 

2  There's  a  rest  for  weary  pilgrims 
Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
Who  love  the  blessed  Saviour, 
And  to  their  Father  cry; 
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A  rest  from  every  trouble, 
From  sin  arid  hunger  free. 
There  every  weary  pilgrim 
Shall  rest  eternally; 
There  every  weary  pilgrim 
Shall  rest  eternally. 

3  There's  a  home  for  homeless  pilgrims 
Above  the  bright  blue  sky; 

Where  Jesus  reigns  in  glory, 
A  home  of  peace  and  joy. 
No  home  on  earth  is  like  it, 
Nor  can  with  it  compare; 
For  every  one  is  happy, 
Nor  can  be  happier  there; 
For  every  one  is  happy, 
Nor  can  be  happier  there. 

4  There's  a  crown  for  faithful  pilgrims 
Above  the  bright  blue  sky; 

And  all  who  look  to  Jesus 
Shall  wear  it  by  and  by; 
A  crown  of  brightest^  glory, 
Which  he  shall  sure  bestow 
On  all  who  love  the  Saviour, 
And  walk  with  him  below: 
On  all  who  love  the  Saviour, 
And  walk  with  him  below. 


31.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  S3. 

TS  thy  young  heart,  O  happy  child, 
*•     Now  filled  with  youthful  pleasure  ? 
Look  up  from  these,  and  never  forget 
To  place  in  heaven  thy  treasure  1 
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It  won't  be  long  ere  childhood  days 

Have  passed  away  forever: 
Then  look  beyond,  and  see  thy  home 

Beyond  the  rolling  river. 

Is  thy  soul  filled,  in  manhood's  pride, 

With  dreams  of  fame  and  glory? 
Look  np  from  these  and  view  the  Cross, 

And  read  Redemption's  story;  • 

It  won't  be  long  till  life  shall  fade, 

Its  lights  go  out  forever: 
Oh,  look  beyond,  and  view  thy  home 

Beyond  the  rolling  river. 

3  Is  thy  way  dark,  my  brother  dear  ? 

Does  life  to  thee  bring  sorrow  ? 
Look  unto  him  who  guards  thy  life; 

Behold,  there  comes  a  morrow! 
It  won't  be  long  ere  light  shall  dawn 

To  gild  thy  life  forever. 
Look  up  to  him,  behold  thy  home 

Beyond  the  rolling  river. 

4  It  won't  be  long,  it  won't  be  long, 

My  sister  and  my  brother; 
Till  life  for  us  will  all  be  past: 

Then  let  us  love  each  other. 
It  won't  be  long  till  prayers  and  tears 

Shall  cease  with  us  forever; 
Oh,  let  us  look  to  that  sweet  home 

Beyond  the  shining  river. 


32,  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  3^. 

A  LL  our  conflicts  will  here  soon  be  ended, 
■**    As  pilgrims  no  longer  we'll  roam. 
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In  triumph  we'll  pass  the  dark  river, 
And  join  with  our  loved  ones  at  home. 

Cho. — Our  friends   there  will  meet  us  a 

the  river; 

They  will  greet  us  with  a  welcomt 

on  the  shore. 
With  the  angels  we  will  view  tlwfo 
*  golden  city, 

And  with  saints  we  will  dwell  ever- 
more. 

2  In  that  home  we  shall  never  hear  sighing, 
For  sin  never  tainted  the  air; 
Nor  feel  the  dread  anguish  of  dying, 
For  all  are  immortal  when  there. 

8  We  shall  dwell  in  the  light  of  the  glory 
Of  him  who  once  died  to  redeem : 
There  oft  we'll  repeat  the  old  story; 
And  drink  of  the  life-giving  stream. 

4  We  shall  roam  the  blest  fields  near  the  river, 

And  gaze  on  the  glories  displayed; 
Sing  praise  to  the  bountiful  Giver; 
And  feast  'neath  the  Tree  of  Life's  shade. 

5  When  we're  safe  in  that  beautiful  city, 

With  friends  and  the  loved  ones  of  yore, 
The  scenes  of  earth's  sorrow  and  pity 
Will  there  be  remembered  no  more. 


88.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  35. 

SAVIOUR,  blessed  Saviour, 
Listen  while  we  sing, 
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Hearts  and  voices  raising 
Praises  to  our  king. 

All  we  have  we  offer: 
All  we  hope  to  be, 

Body,  soul,  and  spirit, 
All  we  yield  to  thee. 

ho. — Saviour,  blessed  Saviour, 
Listen  whilst  we  sing, 
Hearts  and  voices  raising 
Praises  to  our  king. 

2  Nearer,  ever  nearer, 
Christ,  we  draw  to  thee, 

Deep  in  adoration 

Bending  low  the  knee: 

Thou  for  our  redemption 
Cam'st  on'earth  to  die; 

Thou,  that  we  might  follow, 
Hast  gone  up  on  high. 

3  Great  and  ever  greater 
Are  thy  mercies  here ; 

True  and  everlasting 
Are  thy  glories  there, 

Where  no  pain,  or  sorrow, 
Toil  or  care,  is  known, 

Where  the  angel  legions 
Circle  round  thy  throne. 


Tune— C.  T.9  Page  36. 

Q1STWARD,  Christian  soldiers! 
^    Marching  as  to  war; 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 


Going  on  before. 
Christ,  the  royal  Master, 
Leads  against  the  foe. 
^Forward  into  battle 
See,  his  banners  go. 

Cho. — Onward,  Christian  soldiers! 
Marching  as  to  war; 
With  the  cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 

2  Like  a  mighty  army 

Moves  the  Church  of  God. 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod. 
We  are  not  divided:  • 

All  one  body  we; 
One  in  hope  and  doctrine: 

One  in  charity. 

8  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish; 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane; 
But  the  church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain. 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  church  prevail. 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. 

4  Onward,  then,  ye  people; 

Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph  song. 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor 

Unto  Christ  the  king. 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing. 


85.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  87. 

A    SONG-,  a  song  of  gladness! 
■"    For,  though  we  here  may  part, 
Breathe  not  a  note  of  sadness;  • 

We  still  are  joined  in  heart: 
And  long  will  we  remember 

This  happy  Sabbath  day, 
And  long  will  we  remember 

This  happy  Sabbath  day. 

2  Around  thy  throne  of  glory, 

Blest  Jesus,  angels  sing! 
Telling  to  all  the  story 

Of  Christ,  the  Saviour-King: 
'Tis  this  that  tunes  our  voices 

This  happy  Sabbath  day, 
'Tis  this  that  tunes  our  voices 

This  happy  Sabbath  day. 

3  Send  us  a  parting  blessing, 

O  Father,  from  above; 
May  we,  thy  grace  possessing, 

Be  saved  to  sing  thy  love, 
And  spend  in  heaven  forever 

A  long  and  happy  day! 
And  spend  in  heaven  forever 

A  long  and  happy  day! 


36.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  38. 

*M"  OW  be  the  gospel  banner 
-"      In  every  land  unfurled; 
And  be  the  shout,  hosanna! 
Re-echoed  through  the  world. 


34 

Till  every  isle  and  nation, 
Till  every  tribe  and  tongue, 

Receive  the  great  salvation, 
•And  join  the  happy  throng. 

2  What  though  th' embattled  legioni 

Of  earth  and  hell  combine  ? 
His  arm  throughout  their  regions, 

Shall  soon  resplendent  shine: 
Ride  on,  O  Lord,  victorious; 

Immanuel,  Prince  of  peace: 
Thy  triumph  shall  be  glorious; 

Thy  empire  still  increase. 

3  Yes,  thou  shalt  reign  forever, 

O  Jesus,  King  of  kings; 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  favor, 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings: 
The  isles  for  thee  are  waiting; 

The  deserts  learn  thy  praise; 
The  hills  and  valleys  greeting, 

The  song  responsive  raise. 


Tune— C.  T.,  Page  39. 

I  ASKED  the  little  joyous  bird 
Who  taught  him  how  to  fly, 
And  sing  such  pretty  little  songs 

In  the  bright  blue  morning  sky  ? 
And  he  told  me  it  was  God 

Who  had  given  to  him  his  wing, 
And  taught  Mm  how  to  build  his  nest* 
And  taught  him  how  to  sing. 
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2  I  asked  the  little  lovely  flower 

Who  gave  her  perfume  sweet, 
And  dressed  her  in  her  velvet  coat, 

So  beautiful  and  neat  ? 
And  she  told  me  it  was  God 

Who  had  clothed  her  with  such  care, 
And  taught  her  how  to  breathe  so  sweet 

Upon  the  evening  air. 

8  I  asked  the  little  twinkling  star 

Who  taught  him  how  to  shine, 
And  run  with  such  a  steady  pace 

Along  his  proper  line  ? 
And  he  told  me  it  was  God 

Who  had  bid  him  shine  so  bright, 
And  trim  his  little  tiny  lamp 

To  cheer  the  winter  night. 

4  Since  all  things,  then,  look  up  to  God, 

The  flower,  the  star,  the  bird, 
And  all  obey  his  holy  laws, 

And  listen  to  his  word; 
I,  too,  although  a  child, 

Will  try  his  bidding  to  obey, 
That  I  may  learn  to  please  him  too, 

And  serve  as  well  as  they. 


88.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  40. 

(^ROWING -up  for  Jesus, 
S4    We  are  truly  blest. 
In  his  smile  is  welcome; 
In  his  arms  our  rest. 
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In  his  truth  our  treasure; 

In  his  love  our  rule. 
Growing  up  for  Jesus, 

In  our  Sunday-school. 

Cho. — Growing  up  for  Jesus, 

'Till  in  him  complete; 
Growing  up  for  Jesus, 

Oh,  his  work  is  sweet. 
Growing  up  in  Jesus, 

'Till  in  him  complete; 
Growing  up  for  Jesus, 

Oh,  his  work  is  sweet. 

2  Not  too  young  to  love  him, 

Little  hearts  beat  true : 
Not  too  young  to  serve  him 

As  the  dew-drops  do. 
Not  too  young  to  praise  hin\ 

Singing  as  we  come; 
Not  too  young  to  answer 

When  he  calls  us  home. 

8  Growing  up  for  Jesus; 

Learning  day  by  day 
How  to  follow  onward 

In  the  narrow  way. 
Seeking  holy  treasure, 

Finding  precious  truth; 
Growing  up  for  Jesus 

In  our  happy  youth. 


39.  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  41. 

ITHIN  thy  gates  of  peace, 
O  city,  fair  to  see, 


W 


37 

Our  feet  from  wandering  soon  shall  ceasa^ 

And  find  a  rest  in  thee. 

Cho. — O  jewel-walled  Jerusalem! 

With  pearly  gates  thrown  wide, 
How  gladly  shall  we  enter  in, 
And  evermore  abide. 

2  Beyond  thy  jasper  wall 
What  glory  there  awaits 
For  those,  who  at  the  Father's  call, 
With  joy  approach  thy  gates! 

8  Upon  thy  streets  of  gold 

Our  toil-worn  feet  shall  stand; 
Nor  pleasures  fade,  nor  jo^s  grow  old, 
Within  that  peaceful  land. 

4  Free  from  each  earthly  wile 
Our  feet  no  more  shall  roam; 
And,  best  of  all,  a  Saviour's  smile 
Will  be  our  welcome  home. 


40.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  4$. 

T  JNTO  the  shining  hills  of  God, 
^     I  lift  my  weary  eyes; 
And  long  to  view  the  peaceful  vales 

From  whence  those  hills  arise; 
And  when  I  think  what  glory  waits 

For  those  who  love  God's  ways, 
I  gather  strength  for  present  need, 

And  faith  for  future  days. 


CHO.—Unto  the  hills,  the  hills  of  God, 
I  look  with  steadfast  gaze; 
And    gather   strength    for   present 
need,  * 

And  faith  for  future  days. 

3  Unto  the  everlasting  hills. 

Crowned  by  the  light  of  God, 
Until,  reflecting  down  to  earth, 

The  narrow  way  seems  broad, 
I  look,  when  weary  of  earth's  toil, 

And  by  earth's  snares  alarmed, 
And.  with  my  eyes  upon  those  hills, 

I  journey  on  unharmed. 

3  Unto  those  Hght-crowned  hills  of  love 

1  press  with  eager  feet: 
And,  looking  upward  to  my  goal, 

]  Jarth's  moments  seem  full  fleet. 
rfH$  only  one  brief  life-time  here: 

More  zeal,  my  soul's  request. 
So  short  a  time  to  work  for  God: 

Eternity  to  rest. 


41.  Tune—G.  T.,  Page  p. 

JESUS,  Saviour,  great  Example, 
Pattern  of  all  purity, 
I  would  follow  in  thy  footsteps, 
Daily  growing  more  like  thee. 

Cho. — More  like  thee,  mo:e  like  thee, 

Saviour,  this  my  constant  prayer 
*  shall  be, 

Day  by  day,  where'er  T  stray, 
Make  me  more  and  more  like  thee. 
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8  Lest  I  wander  from  my  pathway, 
Or  my  feet  move  wearily, 
Saviour,  take  my  hand  and  lead  me, 
Keep  me  steadfast:  more  like  thee. 

3  When  temptations  fiercely  lower, 

And  my  shrinking  soul  would  flee; 
Change  each  weakness  into  power, 
Keep  me  spotless:  more  like  thee. 

4  When  around  me  all  is  darkness, 

And  thy  beauties  none  may  see; 
May  thy  beams,  O  Glorious  Brightness, 
In  effulgence  shine  through  me. 

5  When  death's  cold,  repulsive  finger 

Leaves  its  impress  on  my  brow, 
May  thy  life  within  me  swelling, 
Keep  me  singing  then  as  now. 


42.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  44. 

T3E  not  afraid!"  'twas  Jesus  spoke: 

-*-*    The  wild  waves  fell  asleep: 
The  ship  that  was  by  tempest  tossed, 

Now  rocked  upon  the  deep; 
For  he  with  eyes  divine  had  seen 

Tlis  children's  toil  and  fear; 
And  when  the  darkest  moments  came, 

The  .needed  One  drew  near. 

Cho.—  Be  not  afraid, 

O  heart,  rejoice! 
O  soul,  be  undismayed! 
A  bo  ve  I  i  fe'  s  fierce  storm  he  speaks. 
"'Tis  11  be  not  afraid." 
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2  "Be  not  afraid,"  though  clouds  of  wrong 

Almost  obscure  the  right; 
The  voice  that  hushed  the  tempest's  roar, 

Dispels  life's  darkest  night. 
The  waves  grow  calm,  the  winds  abate, 

The  waters  gently  lave; 
The  sea  of  life  looks  up  and  smiles 

When  Jesus  walks  its  wave. 

8  "Be  not  afraid"  when  death  draws  near, 

For  death  has  lost  its  sting; 
And  on  the  borders  of  the  grave 

The  "  birds  of  peace"  may  sing. 
Why  should  we  fear  when  Jesus  calls 

From  earthly  toil  and  strife; 
To  enter  at  his  blest  command, 

The  pearly  gates  of  life. 


43.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  45. 

"LJOW  sweet  is  the  Sabbath,  the  season 

-"  Of  rest, 

The  day  of  the  week  which  we  ought  to 

love  best; 
The  day  when  the  Saviour  arose  from  the 

tomb, 
And  took  from  the  grave  all  its  terror  and 

gloom. 

2  Oh,  let  us  be  thoughtful  and  prayerful  to- 
day, 

And  not  waste  its  moments  in  trifling  or 
play; 

Remembering  these  seasons  were  graciously 
given, 

To  teach  us  to  seek,  and  prepare  us  for 
heaven.  , 
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3  In  the  house  of  our  God,  in  his  presence 

and  fear, 
While  we  worship  to-day,  may  our  hearts 
*  be  sincere! 

In  the  school  while  we  learn,  may  we  listen 

with  care, 
And  be  grateful  to  those  who  wateh  over 

us  there! 

4  Instruct  us,  blest  Saviour,  that  thine  we 

may  be, 
We  are  not  too  young  to  be  noticed  by  thee. 
Renew  thou  our  hearts,  keep  us  firm  in 

thy  ways. 
We  would  love  thee  and  serve  thee,  and  give 

thee  the  praise. 


44.  Tune— a  T.,  Page  46. 

T  AM  looking,  Lord,  to  thee; 
*     I  am  waiting  at  thy  feet; 
Faint  and  weary  though  I  be, 
Thou  canst  make  me  all  complete. 

Cho. — I  am  looking,  Lord  to  thee, 
I  am  coming,  thine  to  be; 
Wash  and  cleanse  me  in  thy  blood; 
Plunge  me  deep  beneath  the 
flood. 

2  I  am  looking,  Lord,  to  thee; 
Tired  of  self  and  hating  sin; 
Give  me  perfect  liberty, 
Give  me  grace  and  peace  within. 


8  I  am  looking,  Lord,  to  thee; 
Every  promise  I  believe; 
Yes,  I  know  they're  all  for  me; 
While  I  ask  I  do  receive. 

4  I  am  looking,  Lord,  to  thee, 

Every  idol  I  resign; 
Take  them  all,  and  Let  me  be, 
From  this  moment,  wholly  thine. 

5  I  am  looking,  Lord,  to  thee; 

Now  I  feel  thy  blood  applied; 
Precious  blood,  it  cleanseth  me; 
Glory  to  the  Lamb  that  died. 


45.  Tune— O.  T.,  Page  47. 

UOLY,  holy,  holy!  Lord  God  Almighty! 
f^r     Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall 

rise  to  thee; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty, 
God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy,  all  the  saints  adore  thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around 
the  glassy  sea; 
Cherubim   and  seraphim  falling  down  be- 
fore thee,  ' 
Which  wtrt  and  art  and  evermore  shall  be. 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy,  though  the  darkness  hide 

thee, 
Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  thy  dfiory 
may  not  see, 
Only  thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love  and  purity. 
# 
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Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty! 

All  thy  works  shall  praise  thy  name, 
in  earth  and  sky  and  sea; 
Holy,  holy,  holy!  merciful  and  mighty, 

God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity! 


46.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  48. 

"\TUrHEN  the  spirit  flies  away, 
"  V      And  the  veil  that  intervenes 
Shall  have  vanished  with  the  dawn  of  day ; 
When  this  tenement  of  clay 

Shall  have  done  with  earthly  scenes, 
And  with  all  of  earth  has  gone  its  way; 

Cho. — Then  shall  we  all  know  as  we  shall  be 
known, 
And  the  Lord  s  hall  wipe  all  tears 
away; 
Sorrow,  pain  and  woe  are  forever  flown 
When  the    spirit  takes  its  flight 
away. 

2  When  the  foot-prints  by  the  way 

Where  the  weary  pilgrim  trod 
Shall  have  faded  underneath  the  spray: 
When  these  feeble  bodies  lay 

'Neath  the  cold  and  silent  clod, 
And  the  spirit  seeks  its  home  away; 

3  When  the  old  has  past  way, 

And  all  things  are  made  anew; 
In  the  light  of  an  immortal  day, 
When  the  spirit  wends  its  way 

To  the  realms  of  golden  hue, 
And  the  real  man  assumes  the  sway; 
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47.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  49. 

TIE  roseate  hues  of  dawn, 
The  brightness  of  the  day, 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky, 

How  fast  they  fade  away! 
Oli  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven! 

Oh  for  the  golden  floor! 
Oh  for  the  Sun  of  Righteousness 
That  setteth  never  more! 

2  Our  brightest  earthly  hopes, 

How  fast  they  tire  and  faint! 
How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint! 
Oh  for  a  heart  that  never  sins! 

Oh  for  a  soul  washed  white! 
Oh  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 

Nor  weary  day  or  night! 

3  Here  faith  and  hope  are  ours, 

And  grace  to  lead  us  higher; 
But  there  are  per  feci  ness  and  peace 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh  by  thy  love  and  anguish,  Lord! 

Oh  by  thy  life  laid  down! 
Grant  that  we  fall  not  from  thy  grace 

Nor  cast  away  thy  crown. 

48.  Tune -C.  Y7.,  Page  50. 

MY  Lord  and  my  Saviour,  Creator  and 
King, 
Thy  love  and  thy  glory  forever  I'll  sing ; 
My  soul  is  in  raptures:  thou  reignest  within, 
To  carry  my  burdens  and  cleanse  me  from 
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Cho. — Oh,  help  me  remember,  by  night  and 
by  day, 
To  "pray  without  ceasing,"  thy  word  to 
obey! 
For  nothing'  will  cherish  devotion  in  me, 
Like  secret  and  constant  communion  with 
thee. 

2  If  meeting  with  saints  for  communion  or 
prayer, 
Or  singing  a  song  with  melodious  air; 
If  aiding  the  lowly,  the  poor,  or  the  weak, 
Or  urging  a  sinner  thy  mercy  to  seek; 

8  If  searching  the  Bible  for  gems  of  its  truth, 
Or  teaching  its  precepts  to  children  or 
youth ; 
If  writing  for  others  on  holiest  theme, 
Or  preaching  the  gospel  their  souls  to 
redeem; 


49*  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  51, 

/~\NCE  in  royal  David's  city 
^     Stood  a  lowly  cattle-shed, 
Where  a  mother  laid  her  baby 

In  a  manger  for  his  bed: 
Mary  was  that  mother  mild, 
Jesus  Christ  her  little  Child. 

Cho. — With  the  poor  and  mean  and  lowly, 
Lived  on  earth  our  Saviour  Holy; 
And  he  feeleth  for  our  sadness, 
And  he  shareth  in  our  gladness, 
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2  And  our  eyes  at  last  shall  see  him, 

Through  his  own  redeeming  love; 
For  that  Child,  so  dear  and  gentle, 

Is  our  Lord  in  heaven  above;. 
And  he  leads  his  children  on 
To  the  place  where  he  has  gone. 

3  Not  in  that  poor,  lowly  stable, 

With  the  oxen  standing  by, 
We  shall  see  him;  but  in  heaven, 

Set  at  God's  right  hand  on  high; 
When,  like  stars,  his  children  crowned, 
All  in  white,  shall  wait  around. 


50.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  52. 

TT  is  not  time  that  flies; 

*     'Tis  we,  'tis  we  are  flying. 

It  is  not  life  that  dies; 

'Tis  we,  'tis  we  are  dying. 
Time  and  eternity  are  one; 
Time  is  eternity  begun; 

Time  changes,  but  without  decay; 

'Tis  we  alone  who  pass  away. 

2  It  is  not  truth  that  flies; 

'Tis  we,  'tis  we  are  flying. 
It  is  not  faith  that  dies; 

'Tis  we,  'tis  we  are  dying. 
O  ever  during  Faith  and  Truth, 
Whose  youth  is  stige,  whose  age  is  youth, 

Twin  stars  of  immortality, 

Ye  cannot  perish  from  the  sky. 

8  It  is  not  hope  that  flies; 

"Tis  we,  'tis  we  are  flying. 
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It  is  not  hope  that  dies; 

'Tis  we,  'tis  we  are  dying. 
Ye  streams  that  have  in  heaven  your  birth, 
Ye  glide  in  gentle  joy  through  earth; 
We  fade  like  flowers  beside  you  sown, 
Ye  are  still  flowing,  flowing  on. 

Yet  we  but  die  to  live, 

It  is  from  death  we're  flying. 
Forever  lives  our  life; 

For  us  there  is  no  dying. 
We  die  but  as  the  spring-time  dies. 
In  summer's  golden  joy  to  rise. 

These  be  our  days  of  vernal  bloom; 

Our  harvest  is  beyond  the  tomb. 


51.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  53. 

ORIGHTLY  gleams  our  banner, 
*^     Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wanderers  onward 

To  their  home  on  high; 
Journeying  o'er  the  desert, 

Gladly  thus  we  pray, 
And  with  hearts  united, 

Take  our  heavenward  way. 

Cho. — Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wanderers  onward 

To  their  homes  on  high. 

2  Jesus,  Lord  and  Master, 
At  thy  sacred  feet, 
Here  with  hearts  rejoicing, 
See  thy  children  meet; 
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Often  have  we  left  thee, 

Often  gone  astray; 
Keep  us  mighty  Saviour, 

In  the  narrow  way. 

All  our  days  direct  us, 

In  the  way  we  go, 
Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  every  foe; 
Bid  thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lower ; 
Pardon  thou  and  save  us 

In  the  last  dread  hour. 

Then  with  saints  and  angels 

May  we  join  above, 
Offering  endless  praises 

At  thy  throne  of  love; 
When  the  toil  is  over, 

Then  comes  rest  and  peace,— 
Jesus,  in  his  beauty; — 

Songs  that  never  cease. 


62.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  54. 

/^"VNCE  more,  in  sweetest  song,  I'll  sing 
^^     The  praises  of  my  Saviour,  King; 
Once  more  his  wondrous  love  declare, 
Who  all  my  sins  himself  did  bear. 

Cho. — Once  more  his  blessed  name  I'll  sing, 
The  name  of  Jesus,  Saviour,  King. 
While  simply  to  his  cross  I'll  cling, 
Once  more  his  name  I'll  sing. 
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2  Once  more  I'll  sing  the  peace  I  feel, 
Which  o'er  my  heart  doth  softly  steal; 
Once  more  I'll  tell  of  joys  I  know, 
Which  he  doth  give  who  loved  me  so. 

3  Once  more,  before  I  cross  the  wave, 
I'll  sing  of  Jesus'  power  to  save; 
Once  more,  this  side  the  heavenly  gate, 
I'll  say,  "Come  now!"  ere  'tis  too  late. 

4  Once  more  the  song  of  songs  I'll  sing 
When  I  shall  see  my  Saviour,  King; 
Once  more  his  matchless  love  declare 
When  I  the  bliss  of  heaven  shall  share. 


53.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  55. 

A  LL  my  doubts  I  give  to  Jesus: 
■"•     I've  his  gracious  promise  heard, 
I  shall  never  be  confounded; 
I  am  trusting  in  his  word. 

Cho. — Trusting,  solely  trusting, 
Trusting  in  his  word: 
Trusting,  solely  trusting. 
I'm  trusting  in  his  word: 

2  All  my  fears  I  give  to  Jesus: 

Rest,  my  weary  soul,  on  him ! 
Though  my  way  be  hid  in  darkness, 
Never  can  his*  light  grow  dim. 

3  All  my  sin  I  lay  on  Jesus: 

He  doth  wash  me  in  his  blood;     « 
He  will  keep  me  pure  and  holy; 
He  will  bring  me  home  to  God. 
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All  in  all  I  have  in  Jesus: 
Poor,  yet  rich  as  cherubim; 

Ignorant  and  lull  of  weakness, 
Heaven's  own  store  I  find  in  him. 


64..  Tune— 0.  T.,  Page.  56 

TX7HY  should  we  be  discouraged? 
W      Why  let  our  hearts  complain? 
Why  seek  we  for  a  harvest 

Among  the  springing  grain? 
'Tis  ours  to  do  the  sowing; 

'Tis  God's  to  give  the  yield; 
Then  wander  not,  complaining, 

About  the  Master's  field. 

Cho. — So  with  earnest  patience, 

Each  power  and  talent  wield 
'Tis  ours  to  do  the  sowing; 
'Tis  God's  to  give  the  yield. 

2  And  if  he  to  the  harvest 

Calls  others  in  our  stead, 
And  if  our  ripened  vintage 

Another  comes  to  tread; 
The  Father  knows  our  talents; 

Appoints  to  each  his  task; 
And  strength  to  do  his  pleasure 

Is  all  that  we  should  ask. 

8  Then  leave  to  God  the  planning; 
Perhaps  if  we  could  stand, 
And  see  the  ripened  harvest 
Throughout  the  Lord's  broad  land, 
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That  we  might  claim  the  honor, 
The  glory  and  the  fame, 

And,  in  our  self  extoling, 
Forget  the  Father's  name. 


Tune— C.  T.,  Page  57.       , 

\X7rE  meet  again  in  gladness, 
y  y       And  thankful  voices  raise. 
To  God  our  heavenly  Father, 

We  offer  grateful  praise. 
'Tis  his  kind  hand  that  kept  us 

Through  all  the  changing  year. 
His  love  it  is  that  brings  us 

Again  to  worship  here. 

We  thank  him  for  the  Sabbath, 

This  day  of  holy  rest; 
And  for  the  blessed  Bible, 

The  book  we  should  love  best; 
For  Sabbath-schools  and  teachers, 

To  us  so  kindly  given, 
To  guide  us  in  the  path- way 

That  leads  to  joy  and  heaven. 

We  thank  him  for  our  country, 

The  land  our  fathers  trod; 
For  liberty  of  conscience 

And  right  to  worship  God. 
O  Lord,  our  heavenly  father, 

Accept  the  praise  we  bring, 
And  tune  our  hearts  and  voices 

Thy  glorious  name  to  sing. 
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66.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  58. 

T  TP  through  tribulation  great 
^    They,  the  white  robed  millions,  came; 
They 'had  learned  to#  suffer  hate; 

They  had  borne  the  Saviour's  name. 
They  the  powers  of  earth  defied; 

They  through  conquest  waxed  bold; 
In  the  furnace  they  were  tried, 

But  from  thence  came  forth  as  gold. 

Cho. — In  the  furnace  we'll  be  tried; 
-     From  all  dross  be  purified. 
Jesus  will  be  at  our  side, 

And  will  bring  us  forth  as  gold. 

2  Willing  to  endure  the  cross, 

Willing  more  to  suffer  shame; 
Willing  to  count *all  things  loss, 

That  they  might  the  crown  obtain. 
Follow  we  the  crucified 

In  the  paths  marked  out  of  old; 
And  when  we've  been  fully  tried, 

Shall  come  forth  as  purest  gold. 


57.  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  59. 

JESUS'  little  lamb  am  I; 
On  his  goodness  I  rely; 
He,  my  gentle  Shepherd,  leads  me, 
In  his  pastures  green  he  feeds  me; 
For  he  loves  me,  knows  me  well; 
And  my  little  name  can  tell. 

2  Underneath  his  gracious  staff 
I  go  in  and  out  and  have 
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Pasture  sweet  around  me  lying, 
Still  my  hungry  soul  supplying. 
When  1  thirst,  my  feet  he  brings 
Where  the  living  water  springs. 

2  Should  a  lambkin,  then,  like  me, 
Ever  sad  and  thankless  be? 
When  these  pleasant  days  are  ended, 
On  my  Shepherd's  bosom  tended, 

•    I  shall  go  to  perfect  bliss. 
No  hope  nor  joy  can  equal  this. 


Tune— C.  T.,  Page  60. 

T'M  but  a  stranger  here: 

■*     Heaven  is  my  home; 
Earth  is  a  desert  drear: 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
Danger  and  sorrow  stand 
Round  me  on  every  hand, 
Heaven  is  my  Fatherland, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

2  What  though  the  tempest's  rage: 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
Short  is  my  pilgrimage : 

Heaven  is  my  home; 
And  time's  wild,  wintry  blast 
Soon  will  be  over  past, 
I  shall  reach  home  at  last, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

8  Therefore  I  murmur  not: 
Heayen  is  my  homej 
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Whate'er  my  earthly  lot, 

Heaven  is  my  home, 
And  I  shall  surely  stand 
There  at  my  Lord's  right  hand: 
Heaven  is  my  Fatherland, 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


69.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  61. 

TDREPARE  ye  the  way  of  the  Lord;     • 
-*•      Make  straight  all  the  paths  found 

therein. 
For  him  who  in  heaven  is  adored, 
Wide  open  the  gates!    let  him  in! 

Cho. — Prepare  for  the  coming  of  Jesus, 
our  King; 
With  concord  your  hearts  now  prepare; 
Make  ready  to  crown  him  Messiah  and 
King, 
Make  ready  his  glory  to  share. 

2  A  highway  cast  up  for  the  I  ord; 

From  stones  an i  from  mir  ,  make  it  free. 
His  coming  must  not  be  ignored; 
For  glorious  and  kingly  is  he, 

3  Thine  house  set  in  order  this  day, 

That  he  may  come  in  and  abide. 
A  friend  lie  will  prove  all  life's  way; 
In  death  be  thy  guardian  and  guide. 

4  I  now  hear  his  footsteps  draw  near: 

He  comes  to  give  comfort  and  rest. 
The  King  in  his  beauty  comes  here. 
Oh,  welcome  this  heavenly*Guest» 
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60.  Tune— 0.  T,  Page  62. 

« 

CLING  to  the  Rock  that  through  ages 
long 
Has  been  the  soul's  refuge  secure; 
Cling  with  a  faith,  abiding  and  strong, 
That  we  to  the  end  may  endure. 

Cho. — Then  cling  to  the  Rock, 
Cling  close  to  the  Rock, 
Then  cling  to  the  Rock  of  ages, 
cling. 
Then  cling  to  the  Rock, 
Cling  close  to  the  Rock, 
Cling  close  to  the  Rock  of  ages, 
cling. 

2  Bathe  in  the  Flood,  the  all-cleansing  Flood, 
The  fountain  for  sin  opened  wide; 
Drink  of  the  stream,  the  life-giving  stream, 
That  flows  from  its  deep  riven  side. 

8  Cling  to  the  Rock  and  the  promises. 
No  merit  nor  price  we  can  bring; 
The  Spirit  says  "come,"  and  the  call  we 
should  heed, 
"With  faith  in  the  cross  may  we  cling! 

4  Cling  to  the  Rock  while  life's  dark  seas  roll, 
And  waves  of  temptation  beat  high. 
Cling  to  the  safe  resting  place  of  the  soul, 
When  trials  and  dangers  are  nigh. 


61  Tune— G.  T,  Page  63. 

XJEAR  the  news,  glad  news  of  Jesus: 
«"    He  is  coming  now  this  way. 
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Joyful  tidings  that  he  brings  us, 
Hail  with  joy  the  Lord  to-day. 

Cho. — Hear  the  news,  hear  the  news, 

"Tis  the  Saviour  comes  to-day. 
Hear  the  news,  hear  the  news, 
Now  prepare  without  delay. 

2  Hear  the  news,  ye  blind  ones,  hear  it, 

Jesus  comes  your  sight  to  give ; 
All  ye  deaf  and  dumb,  believe  it, 
And  the  blessing  now  receive. 

3  Hear  the  news,  oh,  sad  and  weary, 

He,  the  Lord,  is  now  so  near, 
He  will  all  your  burdens  carry, 
And  your  soul  with  love  will  cheer. 

4  Hear  the  news  ye  sick  and  dying: 

Jesus  comes  his  power  to  show; 
Ask  his  aid  and  trust  his  mercy: 
Perfect  health  you  then  shall  know. 


62  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  64. 

PAITHFUL  is  he  that  calleth  thee. 
*r      Oh,  weary  wanderer,  come! 
Faithful  is  he  that  calleth  thee 

To  joy  and  peace  and  home; 
The  world  hath  its  alluring  snares; 

The  paths  of  sin  are  wide, 
But  doubly  blest  are  they  who  walk 

With  Jesus  for  their  Guide. 
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Cho.—  Faithful  is  he  that  calleth  thee. 
Come  hearken' to  his  voice! 
Faithful  is  he  that  calleth  thee. 
Oh,  make  the  Lord  thy  choice  I 

Faithful  is  he  that  calleth  thee. 

Oh,  turn  to  him  and  live! 
Faithful  is  he  that  calleth  thee, 

And  ready  to  forgive; 
Why  walk  the  dangerous  paths  of  sin, 

Where  shame  and  death  abound, 
When  Jesus  died  that  we  might  dwell 

Where  all  his  saints  are  crowned! 

Faithful  is  he  that  calleth  thee. 

Oh,  choose  the  better  part!     • 
Faithful  is  he  that  calleth  thee. 

To  give  him  now  thy  heart; 
Surrounded  by  his  love  and  grace, 

With  heaven  their  sure  reward, 
How  joyful  is  the  onward  way 

Of  all  who  love  the  Lord! 


I.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  65. 

T  0!  the  stone  is  rolled  away! 
<■— '    Death  yields  up  his  mighty  prey! 
Jesus,  risen  from  the  tomb, 
Scatters  all  its  fearful  gloom. 

Praise  him,  ye  celestial  choirs! 
Praise,  and  sweep  your. golden  lyres! 
Praise  him  in  the  noblest  songs, 
From  ten  thousand,  thousand  tongues. 
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Every  note  with  rapture  swell, 
And  the  Saviour's  triumph  tell. 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting? 
Where  thy  terrrors,  vanquished  king? 


64.  Tune— G.  7\,  Page  66. 

T  TP  and  work,  for  Jesus  calls  us, 
**     Calls  to  labor  every  day; 
Let  us  work  with  earnest  patience, 
In  his  service  while  we  may. 

Cho. — Up  and  work,  for  Jesus  calls  us 
With  the  voice  of  love  so  sweet. 
Labor!  for  each  golden  morrow 
Brings  us  nearer  Zion's  gate. 

2  Let  us  work  and  thus  grow  stronger, 
Sweetly  bringing  in  the  sheaves, 
Sheaves,  if  left  a  little  longer, 
Might  be  nothing  more  than  leaves. 

8  When  our  sheaves  are  safely  gathered 
From  the  torrent  and  the  blast, 
We  shall  reach  the  starry  portal, 
Safe  at  home  in  heaven  at  last. 


65.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  67. 

JUST  beyond  the  rolling  river, 
I've  a  home  all  fair  and  bright; 
Angels  guide  me  safely  over, 
Where  they're  clothed  in  robes  of  light 
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There  bright  sunbeams  gild  the  pathway, 

Beams  of  pure  eternal  love, 
And  sweet  flowers  bloom  immortal, 

In  the  pilgrim's  home  above. 

Cho. — Hark!* I  hear  the  angels  calling; 
Yes,  they're  calling  me  away, 
Far  away  beyond  ihe  river, 
Where  my  kindred  spirits  stay. 

2  Though  the  pathway  lies  through  sorrow, 

Dangers  all  along  the  way; 
Oh,  there  is  a  bright  to-morrow, 

Perfect.bliss  and  endless  day. 
For  we'll  meet  with  many  loved  ones 

Who  have  crossed  the  path  before, 
Sing  with  them  the  songs  immortal, 

On  that  glad  and  happy  shore. 

3  Often  sad  along  the  journey, 

Thorns  oppress  my  weary  feet; 
Yet  my  watchword  shall  be  onward, 

For  my  resting  place  is  sweet. 
Soon  I'  11  drop  this  robe  of  sadness, 

Sing  no  more  earth's  pilgrim  song. 
Strike  a  higher  note  of  gladness, 

Gathered  with  a  holy  throng. 


. — 

66.  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  68. 

A  LL  our  loved  ones  are  passing  away, 
,  *  *    Like  the  sweetest  and  fairest  of  flowers, 
Only  blossoming  just  fbr  a  day, 
On  this  sorrowful  earthland  of  ours. 
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They  are  going  from  you  and  from  me, 
For  no  longer  with  us  can  they  wait; 

But  we  know  in  the  glad  days  to  be, 
We  shall  meet  by  the  beautiful  gate. 

Cho. — We  will  meet  by  the  gate,  by  tl: 

beautiful  ga^e, 

Where  the  angels  our  coming  sha 

wait; 

When  we  cross  o'er  the  tide  to  th 
sweet  other  side, 
We  will  meet  by  the  beautifi 
gate. 

2  Oh,  we  cherish  in  mem'ry's  bright  store, 

Happy  visions  no  time  can  eii'aee, 
Of  the  lost  ones  in*  glad  days  of  yore, 

They  who  cheered  us  with  beauty  an; 
grace. 
One  by  one  they  have  faded  away, 

For  no  longer  on  earth  could  they  wait; 
But  we  know  in  some  bright  sunny  day, 

We  will  meet  by  the  beautiful  gate. 

3  In  that  land  that  is  fairest  and  best, 

Where  no  sorrow  can  ever  betide, 
We  shall  linger  at  last  in  sweet  rest, 

With  the  lost  ones  again  by  our  side. 
We  are  wandering  home  one  by  one, 

To  that  promised  land,  weary  and  late, 
And  we  know  when  our  journey  is  done, 

We  will  meet  by  the  beautiful  gate. 


67  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  70. 

\X/F  bring  no  glittering  treasures, 
^Y      No  gems  from  earth's  deep  mine; 
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We  come  with  cheerful  measures 

To  chant  thy  love  divine. 
Children  thy  favors  sharing, 

Their  voice  of  thanks  would  raise; 
O  Lord  accept  our  offering, 

Our  song  of  grateful  praise. 

Cho.— Sing!  sing!  joyously  sing 

Grateful  hosannas  to  Jesus  our 
king! 

Sing!  sing!  joyously  sing! 
Praises  unceasingly  bring. 

1 2  The  dearest  gifts  of  heaven, 

Love's  written  word  of  truth; 
To  us  is  early  given 
|         To  guide  our  steps  in  youth. 
We  hear  the  wonderous  story, 

The  tale  of  Calvary; 
We  read  of  homes  in  glory, 
From  sin  and  sorrow  free. 

8  Redeemer,  great  thy  blessing, 

Oh,  teach  us  how  to  pray; 
That  each,  thy  fear  possessing, 

May  tread  life's  onward  way. 
Then  where  the  pure  are  dwelling, 

We  hope  to  meet  again; 
And  sweet  the  number  swelling, 

Forever  praise  thy  name. 


68.  Tune—a  T.,  Page  71. 

r\  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 
^    O  day  of  joy  and  light, 


day  of  joy  and  light, 
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O  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 
Most  beautiful,  most  bright 

On  thee  the  high  and  lowly 
Before  the  eternal  throne 

Sing  holy,  holy,  holy. 
To  God,  the  Three  in  One. 

2  On  thee  at  the  creation 

The  light  first  had  its  birth; 
On  thee  for  our  salvation 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth; 
On  thee  our  Lord  victorious 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven; 
And  thus  on  thee  most  glorious 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

3  Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  dry,  dreary  sand; 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain, 

We  view  our  promised  land; 
A  day  of  sweet  reflection, 

A  day  of  holy  love, 
A  day  of  resurrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 

4  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls: 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 
And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 
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Tune— C.  T.,  Page  72. 

I'LL  praise  the  Lord  for  joy  below, 
[■     That  fills  my  soul  to  overflow; 
"U  praise  the  Lord  for  grace  divine 
fa  feel  and  know  that  he  is  mine. 

(HO. — Praise  ye  the  Lord  while  ages  roll, 
From  sea  to  sea,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Eternal  life's  begun  below; 
His  joy  and  peace  by  grace  I  know. 

11  praise  the  Lord  for  love  that  glows; 
'or  peace  that  like  a  river  flows; 
11  praise  the  Lord  for  grace  and  power 
o  live  for  Jesus  every  hour. 

11  praise  the  Lord  for  his  control; 
or  love  divine  that  saves  my  soul; 
or  love  that  guards  from  all  my  foes, 
or  love  that  bears  my  griefs  and  woes. 

11  praise  the  Lord  yet  more  and  more 
fhile  pressing  toward  yon  shining  shore; 
ife's  troubles  sore  are  past  and  gone; 
m  resting  now  in  Christ  the  Son. 


Tune— C.  T.,  Page  73. 

T  AM  little  but  I  love, 
*    I  love  Jesus,  he  loves  me, 
I  am  little,  but  I  love  4 

Near  his  precious  side  to  be. 

Cho. — I  am  little,  Jesus  knows, 

For  he  sees  me  every  day; 
I  am  little,  Jesus  knows, 
So  he  leads  me  all  the  way. 
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2  I  am  little,  but  I  sing, 

Sing  of  him  who  came  to  save; 
I  am  little,  but  I  sing, 

Now  his  pardon  I  may  have. 

8  I  am  little,  but  I  pray;  ♦ 

Jesus  listens,  he  is  nigh; 
I  am  little,  but  I  pra>; 
And  he  hears  my  humble  cry. 

4  I  am  little,  but  I  hope 

Up  in  heaven  at  last  to  dwell; 
I  am  little,  but  I  hope, 
There  for  aye  his  praise  to  toll. 


12 


71  Tune— 0.  T.,  Page  74. 

HTHE  love  that  Jesus  had  for  me, 
A      To  suffer  on  the  cruel  tree, 
That  I  a  ransomed  soul  might  be, 
Is  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 

Cho. — His  love  is  more  than  tongue  cai 
tell, 
His  love  is  more  than  tongue  cai 

tell, 
The  love  that  Jesus  had  for  me 
Is  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 

%  The  §iany  sorrows  that  he  bore, 
And  oh,  that  crown  of  thorns  he  wore, 
That  I  might  live  forever  more, 
Are  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 

8  The  joy  I  feel  that  he  is  near, 
The  hope  I  have  so  bright  and  clear, 
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The  peace  he  gives  without  one  fear, 
Are  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 

Oh,  how  I  love  his  blessed  name! 
In  sweetest  songs  to  sing  his  fame! 
And  everywhere  his  grace  proclaim, 
Yes,  more  than  tongue  can  tell. 


2  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  75. 

TJ[  OL Y  Father,  we  adore  thee, 
**     And  all  honor  to  thee  give, 
For  the  blessings,  without  number, 

Freely  granted  while  we  live. 
In  our  youthful  days  thy  mercy, 

Like  a  river  calmly  flows, 
And  in  riper  years  ne'er  failing 

As  the  solace  of  our  woes. 

!  Holy  Father,  thou  didst  love  us, 

E'en  while  wand' ring  far  from  thee^ 
And  didst  send  the  blessed  Saviour, 

For  a  sacrifice  to  be. 
In  a  manger  low  they  laid  him, 

'Mid  the  beasts  within  the  stall; 
Angels  guarding  the  Redeemer, 

Who  salvation  brought  to  all. 

Holy  Father,  send  thy  Spirit 

Into  every  waiting  heart, 
•And  let  all  receive  with  favor 

What  will  prove  the  better  part. 
While  to  thee,  with  tuneful  voices, 

Sweetest  praises  we  will  sing, 
Heaven  and  earth,  in  one  grand  chorus, 

Loudest  hallelujahs  ring. 
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78.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  76. 

THE  pilgrim  on  his  journey 
To  Zion's  holy  kill, 
With  dangers  to  encounter, 

Oft  fears  the  tempter's  skill.     . 
But  heaven's  lamp  directs  him, 

'And  sheds  a  cheering  ray, 
As  he  walks  boldly  forward 
Along  the  shining  way. 

Cho. — Going  up  the  shining  way, 

Good  old  way,  prophet's  way, 
To  a  world  of  endless  day, 

Where  Jesus  reigns  alone; 
There  to  meet  the  white  robe< 
throng, 
Holy  throng,  blessed  throng. 
And  to  sing  the  new  made  »ong 
Forever  near  the  throne. 

%  When  sorrows  gather  'round  him, 

And  trials  cross  his  path, 
When  with  a  1  cut  desponding 

Would  flee  the  tempter's  wrath, 
The  voice  of  grace  sustaining, 

Sufficient  for  the  day, 
Assures  him  peace  and  safety 

Along  the  shining  way. 

8  In  tribulation's  furnace 

His  faith  is  rendered  strong, 
And  o'er  each  conflict  ended 

He  shouts  the  victor's  song; 
While  thus  his  course  pursuing, 
Beholds  along  the  way, 
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The  path  more  brightly  shining 
Unto  the  perfect  clay. 


4.  Tune—G.  T.,  Page  78. 

|  /CHILDREN  of  light,  like  the  stars  of 
^  the  midnight, 

Guiding  earth's  weary  ones  home  to  their 
rest, 
Shine  for  the  heart  that  is  burdened  with 
anguish; 
Cheer  up  the.  lonely,  the  sad,  and  op- 
pressed. 

Cho. — Let  your  light  shine  !  for  the  world 
is  in  darkness. 
Hide  not  one  ray,  lest  some  prod- 
igal child, 
Seeking  the  pathway  to  home  and 
forgiveness, 
Groping  in   darkness,  returns  to 
the  wild. 

Children  of  light,  oh,   how  great  is  your 
mission ! 
Shedding  abroad  the  bright  Gospel  of 
truth! 
Lighting  the  way  to  the  glory  eternal ! 
Guiding  the  aged:  directing  the  youth! 

Children  of  light,    till  the  day  dawn  ap- 
pcareth, 
God  lias  commanded  you  ever  to  shine 
All  the  !ong  night  till  the  brightness  God- 
given, 
Loseth  its  light  in  the  glory  divine. 
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75.  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  79. 

VKfHITHER,  with  this  crushing  load, 
v  ^       Over  Salem's  dismal  road, 
All  thy  body  suffering  so, 
O  my  God!  where  dost  thou  go? 

Cho. — Whither,  Jesus,  goestthou? 
Son  of  God,  what  doest  thou, 
On  the  city's  "dolorous  way," 
With  that  cross?  O  sufferer  say. 

2  Tell  me,  fainting,  dying  Lord, 
Dost  thou  of  thine  own  accord 
Bear  that  cross,  or  did  thy  foes, 
'Gainst  thy  will,  that  load  impose? 

8  Patient  sufferer,  how  can  I 
See  thee  faint  and  fall  and  die, — 
Galled  and  pressed  and  crushed  and 

ground 
By  that  cross  upon  thee  bound! 

4  Trembling  arm  and  staggering  limb, 
Visage  marred,  eyes  growing  dim, 
Tongue  all  parched,  and  faint  at  heart, 
Bruised  and  sore  in  every  part. 

5  Is  it  demon  thrones  to  shake, 
Death  to  kill,  sin's  power  to  break, 
All  our  ills  to  put  away 

Life  to  give,  and  endless  day  ? 

6  Dost  thou  up  to  Calvary  go, 

On  that  cross,  in  shame  and  woe, 
Malefactors  either  side, 
To  be  nailed  and  crucified  ? 
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76.  Tune— G.  T.,  Page  80. 

TJE  that  goeth  forth  and  weepeth 
*"■     Bearing  precious  seed, 
Let  him  know  that  as  he  soweth 
To  the  sinner's  need,  so  he'll  reap. 

Cho. — Sowing  now,  sowing  now, 
But  reaping  by  and  by; 
Weeping  now,  weeping  now, 
Rejoicing  by  and  by. 

2  He  that  goeth  forth  and  weepeth, 

Trusting  in  the  Lord, 
Let  him  know  that  all  he  soweth 
Of  the  precious  word,  that  he'll 'reap. 

3  He  that  s:oeth  forth  and  weepeth, 

All  aglow  with  love, 
Often  times,  just  while  he  soweth, 
Hearts  begin  to  move;    so  he'll  reap. 

4  He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping, 

Christ  he  never  leaves, 
Doubtless  shall  return,  rejoicing! 
Bringing  home  his  sheaves,  thus  he'll 
reap. 


77.  Tune—C.  T.y  Page  81. 

T   ET  us  sing  of  a  home  over  there, 
*"    3>y  the  side  of  the  river  of  life; 
Where  the  saints  of  all  ages,  so  fair, 
Are  enrobed  in  their  garments  of  white. 
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Cho. — Over  there,  over  there, 

In  the  city  of  jasper  and  gold, 
bright  and  fair; 
Where  the  conflicts  of  light  will  be  o'er; 
In  that  home  on  the  golden  shore. 

2  Over  there  are  the  friends  that  we  love, 
Who  before  us  the  valley  have  trod; 
Sweetly  singing  with  angels  above, 
Safe  at  home  in  the  palace  of  God. 

8  Over  all  of  the  vast  happy  throng, 

Reigns  the  Saviour  in  grandeur  sublime; 
And,  with  faith  in  the  promise  of  God, 
We'll  press  on  to  that  heavenly  clime. 

4  We  shall  soon  reach  our  home  over  there; 
For  the  end  of  the  journey's  in  view: 
And  with  friends  clad  in  garments  so  fair, 
Through  the  gates  "open  wide"  will 
sweep  through. 


78.  "Tune— C.  T.,  Page  82. 

STAMDING  now,  so  near  the  gate, 
Safe  within,  I'd  gladly  be; 
Still  I  sfcfey  away  and  wait, 
Though  he's  calling,  "come  to  me." 

Cho. — At  the  gate,  near  the  gate, 

Blessed  Saviour,  come  to  me. 
Waiting  still,  waiting  still, 
Mighty  Saviour,  save,  O  save, 
thou  me. 
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8  Why  I  wait,  I  cannot  say, 

Ilea  son  cannot  tell  thee  why; 
Pleading  Saviour,  leave  me,  nay, 
Till  I'm  saved,  no  more  to  die. 

8  Loving  friends  are  saying  "come," 
Bidding  me  to  join  their  band; 
Angels  wait,  to  carry  home. 
The  glad  news  to  that  bright  land. 

4  Standing  still,  just  by  the  gate, 

Safe  within,  I  long  to  be; 
Shall  I  stay  until  too  late, 
Till  I  hear  "depart  from  me  ?  " 

5  At  the  gate  I'll  wait  no  more, 

Now,  just  now,  I'll  enter  in; 
Healing  Saviour,  I  implore, 
Thou  wilt  save  me  from  all  sin. 

Cho. — Through  the  gate  I  will  go, 

Blessed  Saviour,  comfort  me. 
Now,  just  now,  I'll  pass  through, 
Mighty  Saviour!  save,  0  save 
thou  me. 


79.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  83. 

HPHE  morning  stars  were  singing 
A      With  joy,  when  time  began; 
And  heavenly  peals  were  ringing, 

When  God  created  man. 
The  universe  was  swelling, 

With  jubilant  delight, 
While  all  to  all  were  telling 

Jehovah's  power  and  might. 
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2  A  higher  song  of  glory 

Was  sung  in  after  time, 
And  shepherd's  heard  the  story. 

Rehearsed  in  sounds  sublime; 
Of  Jesus  in  a  manger, 

God's  well-beloved  Son, 
Who  came  to  save  from  danger 

A  race  by  sin  undone. 

8  A  multitude  of  voices 

Have  learned  this  holy  song; 
And  earth  with  heaven  rejoices, 

To  roll  the  sound  along. 
With  saints  and  angels  o'er  us, 

Who  sing  by  us  unheard, 
We  join  the  gladsome  chorus, 

And  echo  every  word. 


8(K  Tune—C.  rJ\,  Page  84. 

GO  work  in  mv  vineyard!  there's  plenty 
to  do.  * 
The  harvest  is  great  and  laborers  are  few. 
There's  weeding  and  fencing  and  clearing 

of  roots. 
And  ploughing  and  sowing,  and  gathering 

of  fruits. 
There  are  foxes  to  take; 
There  are  wolves  to  destroy. 
All  ages  and  ranks  I  can  fully  employ. 
I've  sheep  to  be  tended  and  lambs  to  be  fed: 
The  lost  must  be  gathered; 
The  weary  ones  led. 
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Cho. — Go  work  in  my  vineyard! 
Go  work  in  my  vineyard! 
The  harvest  is  great  and  the  laborers 
are  few. 

2  Go  work  in  my  vineyard!  I  claim  thee  as 

mine. 
With  blood  did  I  buy  thee  and  all  that  is 

thine; 
Thy  time  and  thy  talents,  thy  loftiest  powers, 
Thy  warmest  affections,  thy  sunniest  hours. 
I  willingly  yielded  my  kingdom  for  thee; 
The  song  of  arch-angels  to  hang  on  the  tree. 
In  pain  and  temptation,  in  anguish  and 

shame, 
I  paid  the  full  ransom; 
My  purchase  I  claim. 

3  Go  work  in  my  vineyard!  oh,  work  while 

'tis  day! 
The  bright  hours  of  sunshine  are  hastening 

away; 
And  night's  gloomy  shadows  are  gathering 

fast; 
Then  the  time  for  our  labor  shall  ever  be 

past. 
Begin  in  the  morning  and  toil  all  the  day. 
Thy  strength  I'll  supply  and  thy  wages 

I'll  pay. 
And  blessed,  thrice  blessed  the  diligent  few 
Who  finish  the  labor 
I've  given  them  to  do. 
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81  Tune— C.  T.%  Page  86. 

CEE  the  morning  light  is  breaking 

^     O'er  the  eastern  sky, 

See  the  clouds  of  sin  are  scattered; 

And  before  it  fly. 
Oh,  thou  Sun  of  full  salvation, 

Pour  thy  golden  ray 
O'er  tliis  waiting,  watching  nation, 

,  Let  it  come  to-day! 

Clio. — Swell  the  chorus,  glad  and  glorious, 
O'er  the  earth  and  o'er  the  sea; 
Full  salvation,  every  nation, 
Holy  to  the  Lord  shall  be. 

2  Hallelujah!  victory  dawneth, 

Listen  to  the  word. 
Hark!  we  hear  the  army  shouting, 

Glory  to  the  Lord! 
Christ,  our  Captain,  orders  "forward!' 

On,  ye  chosen  band! 
With  our  leader  fully  able, 

To  possess  the  land. 

3  Army  of  the  Lord  anointed, 

Get  the  armor  on; 
Ready  mounted  for  the  conflict, 

When  the  light  shall  dawn. 
All  about  the  hosts  are  arming, 

And  the  blessed  word, 
All  along  the  ranks  is  passing, 

Glory  to  the  Lord. 

4  Lift  aloft  the  blood-stained  banner, 

Banner  of  the  cross; 
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None  that  march  beneath  this  ensign 

Ever  suffer  loss, 
Forward,  every  Christian  soldier, 

Consecrated  host, 
Trusting  in  our  God,  the  Father, 

Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


M 


82.  Tune—G.  T.,  Page  87. 

Y  mind  is  stayed  on  God  alone; 
■     In  perfect  peace  he  keeps  his  own; 
His  holy  word  now  glows  with  light: 
I  walk  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight. 

2  His  conscious  love,  so  deep  and  full, 

Pervades  entire  my  inmost  soul; 
The  more  I  crave  this  boundless  love; 
The  more  he  gives  me  from  above. 

3  What  perfect  love,  by  grace,  I  know; 

It  casts  out  fear  while  here  below; 
It  fills  my  soul  with  rapturous  song 
Before  I  reach  yon  heavenly  throng. 


83.  Tune— C.  T,  Page  88. 

/^VATHER  with  glad  hearts  and  voices, 
^-*     Freely  come  from  far  and  near; 

Nature  now  itself  rejoices, 

And  bright  heavenly  hosts  appear. 

Hear  the  gladsome  song  of  triumph, 
Christ,  our  king  is  born  to-day! 

Shout  aloud  the  glorious  tidings! 
Let  us  drive  all  fear  away. 
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2  Come  and  "bring  your  choicest  offerings; 

Lay  them  humbly  at  his  feet; 
But  present  no  random  gatherings, 

For  the  best  are  hardly  meet. 
Flowers  bright  and  garlands  handsome, 

Mosses  fresh  and  ivy  green: 
They  will  make  our  temple  winsome, 

And  enhance  the  cheerful  scene. 

3  Let  our  hearts  with  love  o'erflowing 

For  the  kindness  to  us  shown 
By  our  God,  the  great  Creator, 

Praises  sing  to  him  alone. 
Praises,  then,  to  Christ,  our  Saviour, 

On  this  happy  Christinas  day. 
May  we  strive  to  do  his  pleasure! 

Let  us  try,  as  best  we  may. 


84.  Tune— C.  T,.  Page  89. 

T  KNOW  no  life  divided, 
*     O  Lord  of  life  from  thee; 
In  thee  is  life  provided 

For  all  mankind  and  me. 
I  know  no  death,  0  Jesus, 

Because  I  live  in  thee: 
Thy  death  it  is  which  frees  us 

From  death  eternally. 

2  I  fear  no  tribulation 

Since,  whatsoe'er  it  be, 

It  makes  no  separation 
Between  my  Lord  and  me. 

If  thou,  my  God  and  Teacher, 
Vouchsafe  to  be  my  own, 
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Though  poor,  I  should  be  richer 
Than  monarch  on  his  throne. 

3  Lord,  with  this  truth  impress  me, 

And  write  it  on  my  heart, 
To  comfort,  cheer  and  bless  me, 

Tkat  thou  my  Saviour  art. 
Without  thy  love  to  guide  me, 

I  should  be  wholly  lost: 
The  floods  would  quickly  hide  me, 

On  life's  wide  ocean  tossed. 


85.  Tune—O.  T.,  Page  90. 

T   ORD,  guide  our  way! 
**-'    May  we  thy  voice  obey, 
And  by  thy  hand  may  we  be  led 

To  an  eternal  day! 
Through  deserts  drear 

We'll  walk  and  never  fear: 
The  narrow  path  we'll  meekly  tread; 

For  thou,  our  Lord,  art  near.        * 

Cho. — Lord,  guide  our  way! 

May  we  thy  voice  obey! 
We'll  follow  thee,  we'll  follow  thee 

To  an  eternal  day, 
Hold  thou  our  hand. 

Until  with  thee  we  stand, 
All  danger  o'er  for  evermore, 
Safe  in  our  Fatherland. 

2  Still  lead  us  on 

Until  our  rest  be  won: 
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Until  we  reach  the  heavenly  shore, 

Oh,  ever  lead  us  on. 
Wipe  every  tear; 

In  times  of  sorrow  cheer; 
And  safe  we'll  go  through  many  a  Ij 

For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  near. 

3  Thus  guard  our  way, 

And  let  us  never  stray 
From  thee  aside,  from  thee  our  GuHe 

To  an  eternal  day, 
Hold  thou  our  hand 

Until  with  thee  we  stand, 
All  danger  o'er,  for  evermore 

Safe  in  our  Fatherland. 


86.  Tune— C.  T.  Page  91. 

CWEET  the  moments,  rich  in  blessing, 
^     Which  before  the  cross  I  spend; 
Life  and  health,  and  peace  possessing 
from  the  sinner's  dying  Friend. 

2  Truly  blessed  is  this  station, 
Low  before  the  cross  I  lie; 
While  I  see  divine  compassion 
Beaming  in  his  gracious  eye. 

8  Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven, 
While  upon  the  cross  I  gaze; 
Love  I  much?  I've  much  forgiven; 
I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 
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87.  Tune  G.  T.,  Page  92. 

'"THERE'S  a  Friend  above  all  others. 
A     Oh,  how  he  loves! 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's. 

0i,  how  he  loves. 
Eairiily  friends  may  fail  and  leave  us: 
This  day  kind,  the  next  bereave  us; 
But  this  friend  will  ne'er  deceive  us. 

Oh,  how  he  loves! 

Blessed  Jesus!  wouldst  thou  know  him  ? 

Oli,  how  he  loves! 
Gi^e  thyself  e'en  this  day  to  him, 
Oh,  how  he  loves! 
.  Is  it  sin  that  pains  and  grieves  thee  ? 

Doubts  and  trials,  do  they  tease  thee  ? 
i    Jissus  can  from  all  release  thee. 
Oh,  how  he  loves! 

3  Pause,  my  soul!  adore  and  wonder. 

Oh,  how  he  loves! 
Naught  can  cleave  this  love  asunder. 

Oh,  how  he  loves! 
Neither  trials,  nor  temptation, 
Doubt,  nor  fear,  nor  tribulation 
Can  deprive  us  of  salvation. 

Oh,  how  he  loves! 

4  Let  us  still  this  love  be  viewing. 

Oh,  how  he  loves! 
And,  though  faint,  keep  on  pursuing. 

Oh,  how  he  loves! 
He  will  strengthen  each  endeavor, 
And  when  passed  o'er  Jordan's  river, 
This  shall  be  our  song  forever, 

Oh,  how  he  loves! 
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88  Tune— G.  TH  Page  93. 

TDOW  thine  ear,  O  Lord,  and  hear  mel 
*-*    Unto  thee  I  lift  ray  soul. 
I  am  i^oor  and  I  am  needy,  / 

Sick,  and  dying,  make  me  whole.    / 

Cho. — I  am  poor  and  I  am  needy,       \ 
Thou  art  rich,  to  thee  I  cry.  I 
I  am  poor  and  I  am  needy, 
Help  me,  Saviour,  ere  I  die. 

2  Bow  thine  ear  down  in  thy  mercy; 

For  to  thee  I  daily  cry. 
To  my  heart,  so  full  of  shadow, 
Do  not  now  thy  smile  deny. 

3  Thou  art  full  of  mercy,  blessings, 

Free  to  all  who  will  receive; 
Let  these  blessings  fall  upon  me; 
Peace  and  pardon,  Jesus,  give, 

4  I  will  praise  the  thee  for  thy  goodness, — 

For  thy  love  so  great  to  me; 
Tho  didst  see  me  bound  in  fetters; 
Didst  unbind  and  make  me  free. 


89.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  94. 

>nPIS  but  just  across  the  river, 
*■      In  that  angel  Jand  so  fair, 

Where  the  Saviour  ever  liveth, 
Who  on  earth  our  sins  did  bear. 

Where  the  saved  ones  gone  before  us, 
In  white  garments  do  appear; 

There's  our  Willie,  he's  up  there. 
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Cho. — And  I  hear  him  calling: 
"Papa,  come! 
Oh,  'tis  beautiful,  'tis  beautiful, 

up  here." 
"Come  this,  way,  dear  papa,  come, 

please  come. 
Come,  dear  papa,  to  this  land  so 
fair." 

2  Still  another  lamb  He's  taken, 

In  his  tender,  loving  arms, 
And  she  beckons  now  unto  me 

With  her  most  enticing  charms. 
For  I'm  sure  she's  sale  with  Jesus, 

Safe  from  fear  and  all  alarms; 
There's  our  Nellie,  she's  up  there: 

Cho. — And  I  hear  her  calling,  etc. 

3  I  can  see  now  why  he  took  them 

To  that  blessed  heavenly  home; 
'Twas  to  make  me  know  the  Saviour 

And  to  heed  his  loving  "come!" 
So  that  when  I  cross  the  river, 

I  shall  always  be  at  home 
With  the  loved  ones  over  there, 

Cno. — Still  I  hear  them  calling,  etc. 


90  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  95. 

OONGS  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
*^     Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
When  he  spake  and  it  was  done. 
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Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born; 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  he 
Captive  led  captivity. 

• 
Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day: 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth; 
Songs  of  ]> raise  shall  hail  their  birth. 
And  shah  man  alone  bo  dumb 
Till  the  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No;  the  church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms  and  hymns  and  songs  of  praise. 

Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 
Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


91  Tune.— G.  U.,  Page  96. 

FIGHT  the  good  fight,  Christan  soldier, 
'Gainst  hatred,  oppression  and  wrong" 
With  faith  for  a  shield  and  a  breast  plate, 
Go  forth  in  God's  might  and  be  strong. 
Go  forth  at  the  first  call  of  battle; 

Meet  bravely  the  giant  of  sin; 
But  not  in  thine  own  strength  or  valor, 
For  faith,  and  faith  only  can  win. 
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Cho.     Fight  the  good  fight,  Christian 

soldier; 
The  foe  hath  come  forth  in  his 

might; 
But  thine  is  the  sword  of  the  Spirit; 
Go  bravely,    and   strive  for  the 

right. 

2  Fight  the  good  fight,  Christian  soldier; 

Enlist  in  God's  army  for  life; 
And  under  God's  loving  protection, 

Like  David,  go  forth  to  the  strife; 
And  he  who  hath  called  thee  to  battle 

Will  strengthen  thy  hand  for  the  fray: 
For  wrong  by  the  right  must  be  conquered— 

The  spirit  of  truth  win  the  day. 

8  Victory  is  thine,  Christian  soldier, 

If  thou  but  endure  to  the  end; 
For  God  will  direct  thee  and  keep  thee, 

His  angels  thy  steps  will  attend; 
And  up  in  the  glory  eternal, 

Beyond  heaven's  pearly  white  gates, 
Where  dwelleth  thy  King  and  Commander, 

Thy  crown  of  rejoicing  awaits. 


92  Tune—C.  T.,  Page  97. 

QAVIOUR,  again  to  thy  dear  name  we 
"         raise 

With  one  accord  our  parting  hymn  of  praise; 
We  stand  to  bless  thee,  ere  our  worship  cease, 
Then,  lowly  kneeling,  wait  thy  word  of  peace. 
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$  Grant  us  thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way; 
With  thee  began,  with  thee  shall  end,  the 

day; 
Guard  thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts 

from  shame, 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  thy 

name. 

3  Grant  us  thy  peace,  Lord,  through  the  com- 

ing night; 
Turn  thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light; 
From  harm  and  danger  keep  thy  children 

free; 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  thee. 

4  Grant  us  thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly 

life, 
Our  balm  in  sorrow  and  our  stay  in  strife; 
Then,  when  thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict 

cease, 
Call  us,  0  Lord,  to  thine  eternal  peace. 
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93  Uune—G.  T.,  Page  86. 

OME,  let  us  sing  of  Jesus, 

While  hearts  and  accents  blend; 
Come  let  us  sing  of  Jesus, 
The  sinner's  only  friend; 
His  holy  soul  rejoices, 

Amid  the  choirs  above, 
To  hear  our  youthful  voices 
Exulting  in  his  love. 

2  We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 
Who  wept  our  path  along; 
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We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

The  Tempted  and  the  Strong; 

None  who  besought  his  healing 
lie  passed  unheeded  by, 

And  still  rfctafe.s  his  feeling 
For  us  above  the  sky. 

Ci:o. — His  holy  soul  rejoices, 

Amid  the  choirs  above, 
To  hear  our  happy  voices 
Exulting  in  his  love. 

We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Who  died  our  souls  to  save; 
We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Triumphant  o'er  the  grave; 
And  in  our  hour  of  danger 

We'll  trust  his  love  alone 
Who  once  slept"  in  a  manger, 

And  now  sits  on  the  throne. 

Then  let  us  sing  of  Jesus 

While  yet  on  earth  we  stay, 
And  hope  to  sing  of  Jesus 

Throughout  eternal  day; 
For  those  who  here  confess  him 

He  will  in  heaven  confess, 
And  faithful  hearts  that  bless  him 

He  will  forever  bless. 


I.  Tune     G.  T.,  Page  100. 

OOFTLY  sighing,  sadly  drooping, 
^     O'er  the  form  of  Jesus  stooping, 
In  the  darkness  of  the  garden, 
Stand  the  trees  of  Olivet. 
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Cho. — 0  Olivet  of  vernal  green,  I 

How  often  there  my  Lord  was  see 
'Twas  there  he  felt  my  heavy  del 
Beneath  the  trees  of  Olivet. 

2  Daylights  waning,  shadows  creeping, 
Lofty  leaflets  dewdrops  weeping, 
O'er  his  body  bended,  burdened, 
'Mid  the  trees  of  Olivet. 

8  Saviour,  sorrowing,  winepress  treading, 
Gory  sweat-drops  slowly  shedding,  • 
Dread  and  lonely  is  thine  anguish, 
'Neath  the  trees  of  Olivet. 


95.  Tune     G.  T.,  Page  101. 

HTEN  thousand  times  ten  thousand, 
•*-      In  sparkling  raiment  bright, 
The  armies  of  the  ransomed  saints 

Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light: 
'Tis  finished,  all  is  finished, 

Their  fight  with  death  and  sin: 
Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates, 

And  let  the  victors  in. 

2  What  rush  of  hallelujahs 

Fill  all  the  earth  and  sky! 
What  ringing  of  a  thousand  harps 

Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh! 
Oh,  day  for  which  creation 

And  all  its  tribes  were  made! 
Oh,  joy  for  all  its  former  woes 

A  thousand  fold  repaid! 
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Oh,  then  what  raptured  greetings 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore, 
What  knitting  severed  friendships  ur 

Where  partings  are  no  more! 
Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle 

That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late. 
Orphans  no  longer  fatherless 

Nor  widows  desolate. 


>6.  Tune— G.  T.  Page  102. 

/^\H,  I  know  that  I  sometime  shall  sceTrim, 
\^     My  Redeemer  and  Saviour  and  Lord : 
In  that  paradise  land  I  shall  greet  him, 
Whom  so  long  I  have  loved  and  adored. 

ChoI — Oh,  I  know  that  just  over  the  river, 

There  my  Saviour's  dear  face,  1 

shall  see. 

Oh,  I  know  that  j  List  over  the  river 

There  forever  with  him  I  shall  be. 

\  Oh,  I  know  there'll  be  joy  and  forever 
In  that  wonderful  heaven-land  of  song; 
When  the  dear  ones  shall  meet  ne'er  to  sever. 
And  in  praises  join  with  that  vast  throng. 

8  Oh,  I  know  that  with  angels  in  glory 
I  shall  always  be  happy  and  blest; 
Then  through  ages  I'll  sing  sweet  the  story, 
While  from  trials  and  care  I  shall  rest. 

Oh,  I  know  I  shall  never  be  weary, 
If  on  Jesus  I  once  fix  mine  eye; 

And  the  days  there  will  never  be  dreary, 
For  in  bliss  I  shall  reign,  aye  and  aye. 
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»*•  Tuner- G.  T9  Page  103. 

PRAISE  to  God,  immortal  praise, 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days; 
Bounteous  Source  of  every  joy! 
Let  thy  praise  our  tongues  employ; 
All  to  thee,  our  God,  we  owe, 
Source  whence  all  our  blessings  flow. 


P 


98.  Tune— C.  T.,  Page  104. 

TESUS  Lover  of  my  soul, 
9    J      Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide; 
Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last!. 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee: 
Leave,  ah,  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  support  and  comfort  me! 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed: 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring. 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 
Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly. 


99  Tune— O.  T,.  Page.  107. 

WHEN  his  salvation  bringing, 
To  Zion  Jesus  came, 


.,***>*  ~.. .— ■ 
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The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  his  name. 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  hira; 

But,  as  he  rode  along, 
He  let,  them  still  attend  him, 

And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 
Hosanna!  hosanna  to  Jesus!  they  sing. 
Hosanna  !  hosanna  to  Jesus  !  they  sing. 

2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth  his  love 
for  children  still, 

Though  now  as  King  he  reigneth 
On  Zion's  heavenly  hill; 

We'll  flock  around  his  banner 
Who  sits  upon  the  throne, 

And  cry  aloud  Hosanna 
To  David's  royal  Son! 
Hosanna!  hosanna  to  Jesus  we'll  sing, 
Hosanna!  hosanna  to  Jesus  we'll  sing. 

8  For  should  we  fail  proclaiming 

Our  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

Might  well  hosannas  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
No :  while  our  hearts  are  tender 

They,  too,  shall  be  the  Lord's. 
No:  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

They,  too,  shall  be  the  Lord's, 

Cho. — No:  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 
They,  too,  shall  be  the  Lord's, 
Hosanna!  hosanna  to  Jesus  our  King! 
Hosanna!  hosanna  to  Jesus  our  King! 
Amen.     Amen. 


F 
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100  Tune— a  T7.,  Page  111. 

ROM  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise! 
|| :  Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  every  land  by  every  tongue!  :| 

2  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring: 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing. 
|| :  The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name.:| 

8  In  every  land  begin  the  song; 
To  eveiy  land  the  strains  belong. 
|:  In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise.  :| 

4  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord: 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word. 
J  :Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more.  :| 


101  L.  M. 

TDRAISE  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow! 
-*■      Praise  him  all  creatures  here  below! 
Praise  him  above  ye  heavenly  host! 
Praise  Father,  So%  and  Holy  Ghost! 


102.  L.M. 

INTERNAL  Spirit,  'twas  thy  breath 

***     The  oracles  of  truth  inspired; 
And  Kings  and  holy  seers  of  old 
With  strong  prophetic  impulse  fired. 


Moved  by  the  great  almighty  power, 

Their  lips  with  heavenly  wisdom  flowed; 

Their  hands  a  thousand  wonders  wrought, 
Which  bore  the  signature  of  God. 

"With  gladsome  hearts  they  spread  the' news 
Of  pardon,  through  a  Saviour's  blood; 

And  to  a  numerous  seeking  crowd 
Marked  out  the  path  to  his  abode. 


.03.  7s, 

|3  OCK  of  ages,  cleft  for  me! 
"•     Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood 
From  thy  riven  side  which  flowed, 
Be  of  siii  the  double  cure: 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

I  Not  the  labors  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfill  thy  law's  demands; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know,' 
Could  my  tears  forever  flow, 
AH  for  sin  coud  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save  and  thou  alone. 

5  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  thy  cross  I  cling; 
Naked,  come  to  thee  for  dress, 
Helpless,  look  to  thee  for  grace, 
Foul,  L  to  the  fountain  fly; 
Wash  me,  Saviour!  or  I  die. 

i  Whilst  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death. 
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When  I  soar  throng]  1  worlds  unknown, 
See  thee  on  thy  judgment  throne; 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me! 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  thee. 


104.  8s  &7su 

T   OVE  divine,  all  love  excelling, 
fy*    Joy  of  heaven  to  earth  come  down! 
Fix  in  us  thine  humble  dwelling; 

All  thv  faithful  mercies  crown; 
Jesus!  thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure  unbounded  love  thou  art; 
Visit  us  with  thy  salvation; 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  oh,  breathe  thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast; 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit, 

Let  us  hud  the  promised  rest; 
Take  away  the  love  of  sinning; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning! 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

8  Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  thy  life  receive; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Nevermore  thy  temples  leave; 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hosts  above, 
Pray,  and  praise  thee  without  ceasing, 

Glory  in  thy  perfect  love. 

4  Finish,  then,  thy  new  creation; 
Pure  and  sinless  let  us  be; 
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Let  us  see  thy  great  salvation, 
Perfectly  restored  in  thee; 

Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 
Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 

Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  thee, 
Lost  in  wonder,  love  and  praise. 


105.  L.  M.  D. 

CWEET  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 
^  prayer, 

That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known; 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare, 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  him  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless; 
And  since  he  bids  me  seek  his  face, 
Believe  his  word  and  trust  his  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care, 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer, 
May  I  thy  consolations  share, 
Till  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height 
I  view  my  home  and  take  my  flight; 
This  robe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 
And  shout,  while  passing  through  the  air. 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 


u 

108.  8s,  7s  &  4s. 

T   GRD!  dismiss  ns  with  thy  Messing; 
1— '     Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 
Let  us  each,  thy  love  possessing, 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace; 
Oh,  refresh  us, 

Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give  and  adoration, 
For  the  gospel's  joyful  sound; 
May  the  fruits  of  thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound* 

May  thy  presence 
With  us,  evermore  be  found. 

8  So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given, 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 
Borne  on  angel's  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 

We  shall  surely 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 


107.  L.  M. 

TYTSMISS  us  with  thy  blessing,  Lord! 
*-*     Help  us  to  feed  upon  thy  word; 
All  that  has  been  amiss  forgive, 
And  let  thy  truth  within  us  live. 

2  Though  we  are  guilty,  thou  art  good; 
Wash  all  our  works  in  Jesus'  blood; 
G  ive  every  fettered  soul  release, 
And  bid  us  all  depart  in  peace. 
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108.  6s  &  4* 

COME,  thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing, 
Help  us  to  praise! 
Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come  and  reign  over  us, 
Ancient  of  clays. 

3  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear, 
In  this  glad  hour; 

Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  never  from  us  depart, 
Spirit  of  power. 

8  To  Thee,  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence  evermore; 
Thy  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 


109  6s&48 

TV/TY  faith  looks  up  to  thee, 
1Y1     Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine  ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray, 
Take  all  my  guilt  away, 
Oh,  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  thine* 
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2  May  thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire; 
As  thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh,  may  my  love  to  thee 
Pure,  warm  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  thou  my  guide; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour!  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul. 


110  7s. 

Hark  !  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord: 
'Tis  thy  Saviour:  hear  his  word; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee: 
"Say,  poor  sinner  !  lovest  thou  me? 

2  "I  delivered  thee  when  bound, 

And  when  wounded  healed  thy  wound ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 
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3  "Can  a  woman's  tender  care 

Cease  toward  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

4  "Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 

Higher  than  the  heights  above, 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  "Thou  shalt  Bee  my  glory  soon, 

When  the  work  of  grace  is  done: 
Partner  of  my  throne  shall  be  ; 
Say,  poor  sinner  !  lovest  thou  me?" 

6  "Lord  !  it  is  my  chief  complaint 

That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint; 

Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore  ; 

Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more  ! 


111.  8s  &7i 

TN  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 
*     Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me: 
Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy, 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 
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Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure; 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


112.  L.  M. 

"PXERT  thy  power,  thy  rights  maintain, 
■*-*     Almighty,  everlasting  King! 
The  influence  of  thy  crown  increase, 
And  strangers  to  thy  foot-stool  bring. 

2  In  one  vast  symphony  of  praise, 

Gentile  and  Jew  shall  then  unite, 
And  unbelief  no  longer  reign, 
But  sink  in  shades  of  endless  night. 

3  Then  Afric's  liberated  sons, 

Shall  chant  to  Asia's  rapturous  song, 
Europe  resound  her  Saviour's  fame. 
And  western  climes  the  notes  prolong. 


113.  L.  M. 

'M'O  more,  my  God!  I  boast  no  more 
*-*      Of  all  the  duties  I  have  done: 
I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

2  Now,  for  the  love  I  bear  his  name, 
What  was  my  gain  I  count  my  loss; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  cross. 
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8  Yes.  and  I  must  and  will  esteem. 

All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake; 
Oh,  may  my  soul  be  found  in  him, 
And  of  his  righteousness  partake. 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 

Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne, 
But  faith  can  answer  thy  demands 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 


114.  L.M. 

TJ[7IIAT  various  hindrances  we  meet 

*  *       In  coming  to  the  mercy  seat! 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer, 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there  ? 

2  Prayer  makes  the  darkened   clouds  with- 
draw; 
Prayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw: 
Gives  exercise  to  faith  and  love; 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

8  Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armor  bright; 
An  I  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 


115-  L.  M. 

HPHUS  far  the  Lord  hath  led  me  on, 
A      Thus  far  his  power  prolongs  my  days; 
And  every  evening  shall  make  known 
Some  fresh  memorial  of  his  grace. 
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2  Much  of  my  time  has  run  to  waste, 
And  I,  perhaps,  am  near  my  home; 
But  he  forgives  my  follies  past, 

He  gives  me  strength  for  days  to  come, 

8  I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep, 

Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head; 
While  well-appointed  angels  keep 
Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 

4  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  shall  come, 
My  flesh  shall  rest  beneath  the  ground, 
And  wait  thy  voice  to  rouse  my  tomb, 
With  sweet  salvation  in  the  sound. 


116.  L.  M. 

A  SLEEP  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep, 
•"   From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep, 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  hath  lost  its  venomed  sting. 

8  Asleep  in  Jesus!  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be; 
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Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 


117.  L.  M. 

JESUS  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  For  him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  Kis  head; 
His  name,  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

8  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 

4  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns, 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains, 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 


118.  L.  M. 

CUN  of  my  soul,  thou  Saviour  dear! 
^     It  is  not  night  if  thou  be  sear; 
Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise 
To  hide  thee  from  thy  servant's  eyes. 
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2  When  soft  the  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast! 

3  Abide  with  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  thee  I  cannot  live; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
For  without  thee  I  dare  not  die. 

4  Come  near  to  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take, 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  thy  love 

We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 


119.  L.M 

JESUS!  and  shall  it  ever  be, 
A  mortal  man  ashamed  of  thee  ? 
Ashamed  of  thee  whom  angels  praise, 
Whose  glories  shine  through  endless  daysfr 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star; 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  just  as  soon 
Let  midnight  be  ashamed  of  noon; 
'Tis  midnight  with  my  soul  till  he, 
Bright  Morning  Star!   bid  darkness  flee. 

4  Ashamed  of  tfesus!  that  dear  friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend! 
No;  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 
That  I  no  more  revere  his  name. 
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5  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  yes,  I  may, 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  crave, 
No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

6  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain- 
Til  1  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain; 
And  oh,  may  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me. 


120.  L.  M. 

'W'E  Christian  heralds,  go,  proclaim 

■*■      Salvation  in  Immanuel's  name; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear, 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

2  He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire, 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire,    • 
Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease, 

And  calm  the  savage  breast  to  peace. 

3  And  when  our  labors  are  all  o'er, 
Then  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more — 
Meet,  with  the  blood-bought  throng  to  fall, 
And  crown  our  Jesus  Lord  of  all. 


121.  S.  M. 

TV/T  Y  soul,  be  on  thy  guard! 
•!▼-*■.    Ten  thousand  foes  arise! 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from  the  skies. 
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2  Oh,  watch,  and  fight  and  pray; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  lay  thine  armor  down; 
Thine  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Then  persevere  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God; 
He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
To  His  divine  abode. 


122,  S.M. 

IDLEST  be  the  tie  that  binds 
.  "     Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne, 

We  pour  our  ardent  prayers; 
Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one,— 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes; 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 
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123.  S.  M. 

JESUS,  who  knows  full  well 
The  heart  of  every  saint, 
Invites  us,  all  our  grief  to  tell, 
To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  his  gracious  ear, — 

We  never  plead  in  vain; 
Then  let  us  wait  till  he  appear, 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Jesus,  the  Lord,  will  hear 

His  chosen  when  they  cry; 
Yes,  though  he  may  awhile  forbear, 
i  He'll  help  them  from  on  high. 

4  Then  let  us  earnest  cry, 

And  never  faint  in  prayer; 
He  sees,  he  hears,  and  from  on  high 
Will  make  our  cause  his  care. 


124.  .  C.  M. 

HTHERE  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 
*       Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins; 
And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day; 
And  there  may  I,  though  vile  as  he, 
Wash  all  my  sins  away. 

3  Dear  dying  Lamb!  thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 
Be  saved  to  sin  no  more. 
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4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 

5  Then  in  a  nobler  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  thy  power  to  save, 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering  tongue 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 


125-  S.  M. 

BEHOLD  what  wondrous  grace 
The  Father  hath  bestowed 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God. 

2  'Tis  no  surprising  thing 

That  we  should  be  unknown; 
The  Jewish  world  knew  not  their  King, 
God's  everlasting  San. 

3  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 

How  great  we  must  be  made; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  \?e  like  our  Head. 

4  A  hope  so  much  divine 

May  trials  well  endure, 
May  purge  our  ^ou  Is  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  pure. 

5  If  in  my  Father's  love 

I  share  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  thy  Spirit  like  a  dove 
To  rest  upon  my  heart. 
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6  We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne; 
Our  faith  shall  "Abba,  Father!"  cry 
And  thou  the  kindred  own. 


126.  S.  M. 

|TD  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep? 
And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 


D 


2  The  Son  of  Gocl  in  tears 

The  wondering  angels  see; 
Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul! 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

8  He  wept  that  we  might  weep; 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear: 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found; 
There  is  no  weeping  there. 


127.  8s,  7s  &  6s. 

T   ORD!  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing 
■*-'    Thou  art  scattering  full  and  free, — 
Showers  the  thirsty  land  refreshing; 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me, 
Even  me,  even  me! 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me. 

2  Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Father! 
.    Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be! 
Thou  might' si  pass  me,  but  the  rather 
Let  thy  mercy  light  on  me, 
Even  me,  etc. 


108 

3  Pass  me  not,  O  tender  Saviour! 

Let  me  love  and  cling  to  thee; 
I  am  longing  for  thy  favor; 

When  thou  comest,  call  for  me, 
Even  me,  etc. 

4  Pass  me  nob,  O  mighty  Spirit! 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see; 
Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 
Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me, 
Even  me,  etc. 

5  Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless, 

Blood  of  God,  so  rich  and  free, 
Grace  of  God,  so  strong  and  boundless, 
Magnify  them  all  in  me, 
Even  me,  etc. 


I 


128.  7s  &  6s. 

LAY  my  sins  on  Jesus, 
The  spotless  Lamb  of  God; 
He  bears  them  all  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load: 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  his  blood  most  precious, 
Till  not  a  spot  remains. 

2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus; 

All  fullness  dwells  in  him; 
He  heals  all  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem; 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 


109 

3  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild; 

I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 
The  Father's  holy  child; 

I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 
Amid  the  heavenly  throng, 

To  sing  with  saints  his  praises, 


129  C.  M. 

COME,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  revolve, 
J  :Come  with  your  guilt  and  fear  oppressed,  :| 
And  make  this  last  resolve. 

2  "I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 

Hath  like  a  mountain  rose; 
J: I  know  his  courts  I'll  enter  in, :| 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  his  throne, 

And  there  ray  guilt  confess; 
| :  I'll  tell  him  I'm  a  wretch  undone:  J 
Without  his  sovereign  grace. 

4  "I'll  to  the  gracious  Kins:  approach 

Whose  sceptre  pardon  gives; 
[•.Perhaps  he  may  command  my  touch,  :| 
And  then  the  suppliant  lives. 

6  "  Perhaps  he  will  admit  my  plea; 
Perhaps  will  hear  my  prayer; 
|:  But  if  I  perish,  I  will  pray,  :|| 
And  perish  onlv  there. 
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"I  can  but  perish  if  I  go; 

I  am  resolved  to  try; 
|:For  if  I  stay  away  I  know:| 

I  must  forever  die. 


130.  C.  M. 

(^)H,  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 
^-*     A  heart  from  sin  set  free, 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blood, 
So  freely  shed  for  me. 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  redeemer's  throne, 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  An  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing  true  and  clean; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  filled  With  love  divine ; 
Perfect  and  right  and  pure  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord!  of  thine. 


131.  C.  M, 

V\7  HEN  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
^  *       To  mansions  in  the  skies, 
I'll  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  hellish  darts  be  hurled, 
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Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 
May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all-. 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest; 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 


132.  8s  &  7j 

I 


WOULD  love  thee,  God  and  Father! 
My  Redeemer  and  my{f£yig! 
I  would  love  thee,  for  without  thee 
Life  is  but  a  bitter  thing. 


2  I  would  love  thee;  look  upon  me, 

Ever  guide  me  with  thine  eye; 

I  would  love  thee;  if  not  nourished 

By  thy  love  my  soul  would  die. 

3  I  would  love  thee;  may  thy  brightness 

Dazzle  my  rejoicing  eyes; 
I  would  lov0  thee;  may  thy  goodness 
Watch  from  heaven  o'er  all  I  prize. 

4  I  would  love  thee — I  have  vowed  it; 

On  thy  love  my  heart  is  set; 
While  I  love  thee  I  will  never 
My  Redeemer's  blood  forget. 
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133.  7s. 

JESUS,  lover  of  my  soul, 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high: 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 
Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  thee; 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me. 
All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed, 
gt  All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring, 
TJover  my  defenceless  head 

With  th$  fhadow  of  thy  wing. 

8  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  thy  name, 
■  I  am  all  unrighteousness' 
Vile,  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin: 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  oflife  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee: 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart; 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 
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134.  8s  &  7s. 

COME,  thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  my  heart  to  sing  thy  praise; 
Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing; 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise; 
Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet, 
Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above; 
Praise  the  mount — I'm  fixed  upon  it! 
Mount  of  thy  redeeming  love. 

2  Here  I'll  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  thy  help  I'm  come: 
And  I  hope,  by  thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jesus  sought  me,  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the* fold  of  God:    w 
He  to  rescue  me  from  ofan^er 

Interposed  his  precious  Twod. 

3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor, 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  that  grace  now,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  thee. 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love, 
Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it — 

Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 


185.  C.  M. 

/^OME,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  dove! 
y^    With  all  thy  quickening  powers, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  heavenly  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 


114 

2  Dear  Lord!  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  so  great  ? 

3  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers, 
Conie,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 


136.  8s  &  7s. 

X-T  ARK!  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices, 
•*■  -*     Sound  the  notes  of  praise  above; 
Jesus  reigns  and  heaven  rejoices, 

j^sus  reigns,  the  God  of  love: 
S™  he  sits  on  yonder  throne; 

Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 
4  W 

2  King  of  glory!  reign  forever; 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown; 
Nothing,  from  thy  love,  shall  sever 

Those  whom  thou  hast  made  thine  own; 
Happy  objects  of  thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  thy  face. 

3  Saviour!  hasten  thine  appearing; 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away; 
Then,  with  golden  harps,  we'll  sing, 
"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King!" 


137.  L.M, 

JUST  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
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And  that  thou  bid'st  me  come  to  thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come. 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 

To  thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God!  I  come,  I  come, 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about, 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  1  come,  I  come. 

3  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  thee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God!  I  come,  I  come. 

8  Just  as  I  am,  thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God !  I  come,  I  come. 


A 


138.  CM, 

Mia  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A  follower '  of  tho  Lamb, 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  his  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  his  name  ? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  flowery  beds  of  ease; 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  throug  .  bloody  seas  ? 


116 

8  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face  ? 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 
In  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Since  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign, 
Increase  my  courage,  Lord; 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  thy  word. 


139.  C.  M, 

A  LAS!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed, 
-"*    And  did  my  Saviour  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done, 
He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity!  grace  unknown! 
And  love  beyond  degree! 

8  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 
And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker  died, 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 

While  His  dear  cross  appears; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe: 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 
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140.  C.  M. 

/~\H,  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
^^     A  calm  and  heavenly  frame, 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  lamb. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  his  word  ?  ' 

8  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  .enjoyed! 
How  sweet  their  memory  still! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast, 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whatever  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne, 
And  Worship  only  thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 


141.  C.  M. 

JESUS!  thou  art  the  sinner's  friend; 
As  such  I  look  to  thee; 
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Now,  in  the  fullness  of  thy  love, 

0  Lord!  remember  me. 

2  Remember  thy  pure  word  of  grace; 

Remember  Calvary; 
Remember  all  thy  dying  groans, 
And  then  remember  me. 

3  Thou  wondrous  Advocate  with  God! 

1  yield  my  self  to  thee; 

While  thou  art  sitting  on  thy  throne, 
Dear  Lord!  remember  me. 

4  Lord!  I  am  guilty,  I  am  vile, 

But  thy  salvation's  free; 
Then,  in  thine  all-abounding  grace, 
Dear  Lord!  remember  me. 

5  And  when  I  close  my  eyes  in  death, 
.     When  creature-helps  all  flee, 
Then,  O  my  dear  Redeemer,  God! 

I  pray,  remember  me. 


142.  C.  M 

T7ATHER  of  mercies!  in  thy  word 

f^      What  endless  glory  shines! 
Forever  be  thy  name  adored 
For  these  celestial  lines. 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 
Exhaustiess  riches  find — 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 
And  lasting  as  the  mind. 
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5  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  -voice 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  around, 
And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

4  Oh,  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 
My  ever  dear  delight, 

And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see, 
And  still  increasing  light. 

5  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord! 

Be  thou  forever  near; 
Teach  me  to  love  thy  sacred  word, 
And  view  my  Saviour  there. 


US  C.  M. 

r"PHE  Lord's  my  Shepherd,  I'll  not  want; 
*      He  makes  "me  down  to  lie 
In  pastures  green;  he  leadeth  me 
The  quiet  waters  by. 

2  My  soul  he  doth  restore  again, 

And  me  to  walk  doth  make 
Within  the  paths  of  righteousness, 
E'en  for  his  own  name's  sake. 

3  Yea,  though  I  walk  in  death's  dark  vale, 

Yet  will  I  fear  no  ill, 
For  thou  art  with  me,  and  thy  rod 
And  staff  me  comfort  still. 

4  My  table  thou  hath  furnished 

In  presence  of  my  foes; 
My  head  thou  dost  with  oil  anoint, 
And  my  cup  overflows. 
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5  Goodness  and  mercy  all  my  life 
Shall  surely  follow  me. 
And  in  God's  house  for  evermore 
My  dwelling  place  shall  be. 


144.  C.  M. 

pKOSTRATE,  dear  Jesus,  at  thy  feet 
-*■       A  guilty  rebel  lies, 
And  upward  to  thy  mercy-seat 
Presumes  to  lift  his  eyes. 

2  If  tears  of  sorrow  would  suffice 
To  pay  the  debt  I  owe, 
Tears  should  from  both  my  weeping  eyes 
In  ceaseless  torrents  flow. 

8  But  no  such  sacrifice  I  plead 
To  expiate  my  guilt; 
No  tears  but  those  which 'thou  hast  shed, 
No  blood  but  thou  hast  spilt. 

4  Think  of  thy  sorrows,  dearest  Lord! 
And  all  my  sins  forgive; 
Justice  will  well  approve  the  word 
That  bids  the  sinner  live. 


145.  C.  M. 

A  LL  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name! 
<"    Let  angels  prostrate  fall! 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

2  Te  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race,  * 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall, 
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Hail  him,  who  saves  you  by  his  grace, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

8  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget^ 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  his  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

4  Let  ever^  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestial  ball, 
To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 

5  Oh,  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  his  feet  may  fall; 
We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all! 


146.  7s  &  6s. 

13 ISE,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings, 
"•    Thy  better  portion  trace; 
Rise  from  transitory  things 

Toward  heaven,  thy  native  place: 
Sun  and  moon  and  stars  decay; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove; 
Rise,  my  soul  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

2  Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun, 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source; 
So  a  soul  that's  born  of  God 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face, 
L%>ward  tends  to  his  abode 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 
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3  Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 

Press  onward  to  the  prize; 
Soon  your  Saviour  will  return, 

Triumphant  in  the  skies. 
Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given; 
All  your  sorrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 


14:7.  6s  &  4s. 

]\TEARER,  my  God,  to  thee, 
*-*      Nearer  to  thee! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be — 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee! 

Nearer  to  thee! 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 
Darkness  be  oyer  me,. 

My  rest  a  stone; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee! 

Nearer  to  thee! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear, 

Steps  unto  heaven; 
All  that  thou  send  est  me, 

In  mercy  given; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee! 

Nearer  to  thee!  * 
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Then  with  my  waking  thoughts, 
Bright  with  thy  praise, 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs, 
Bethel  I'll  raise; 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 

JNfearer,  my  God,  to  thee! 
Nearer  to  thee! 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  thee! 

Nearer  to  thee. 


48.  L.  M. 

/^\H,  happy  day  that  fixed  my  choice 
V-*     On  thee,  my  Saviour  and  my  God! 
"Well  may  this  flowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

HO.— Happy  day,  happy  day, 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away; 
He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
And  live  rejoicing  every  day; 
Happy  day,  happy  day, 
When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away. 

}  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done — 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  he  is  mine; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

I  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre  rest; 
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Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  him  of  every  good  possessed. 

4  High  heaven,  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  bow, 
And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear.   . 


w 


149.  7s  &  6s. 

ORK,  for  the  night  is  coming; 
Work  through  the  morning  hours; 
Work,  while  the  dew  is  sparkling, 

Work  'mid  springing  flowers; 
Work,  when  the  day  grows  brighter; 

Work  in  the  glowing  sun; 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 

When  man's  work  is  done. 

2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming; 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor; 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute 

Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming 

When  man  works  no  more. 

3  Work,  for  the  night  is  comiifg, 

Under  the  sunset  skies; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadetk — 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


135 

150.  7s 

/^OME,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 

^  Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice; 

I  will  guide  you  to  your  home; 

Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come. 

2  Thou  who,  homeless  and  forlorn, 

Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

Guilt,  in  strong  remorse,  who  mourn, 
Here  repose  your  heavy  care; 
Conscience  wounded  who  can  bear? 

4  Sinners,  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure: 
Best  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 


151.  L.M. 

K0  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  three  in  one, 
Be  honor  praise  and  glory  given, 
By  all  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven. 
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152.  C.  M. 

HTO  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost,-— 
■*■    One  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now, 
•     And  shall  be  evermore. 
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